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once amused and instructed ; 
whilst even to the social antiquarian, who regards the feelings and habits 
of men more as a thing of time, a barren matter of anno dominif than as 
the throbbings of the human heart and the index of the national mind, the 
volume abounds with facts of the greatest and most enduring interest. 
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PREFACE. 


It was no little satisfaction to the projectors of “ Heads op the People/' 
to find the public somewhat startled by the first appearance of the work ; 
somewhat astonished at the gravity of its tone, the moral seriousness of its 
purpose. Many took up the first number only to lai:^h ; and, we are 
proud to say, read on to think. A host of readers were disappointed : 
they purchased, as they thought, a piece of pleasantry, to be idly glanced 
at, and then flung aside: they found it otherwise. They believed that 
they were only called to see and hear the grinning face and vacant non- 
sense of a glib story-teller, and they discovered in their new acquaintance 
a depth and delicacy of sympathy, a knowledge of human life, and a wise 
gladness, a philosophic merriment, and honest sarcasm, that made them 
take him to their home as a fast friend. Nor was it in England only that 
the purpose of the work was thus happily acknowledged. It has not only 
been translated into French, but has formed the model of a national work 
for the essayists and wits of Paris. The Heads of the People,” of the 
numerous family of John Bull, are to be seen gazing firom the windows of 
French shopkeepers, at our ** natural enemies” — a circumstance not likely 
to aggravate the antipathy which, according to the profitable creed of by- 
gone statemongers, Nature had, for some mysterious purpose, implanted in 
the breasts of the Briton and the Gaul ! 

The work will be pursued in the same straightforward, uncompro- 
mising, and, it is hoped, humanising spirit, that characterises the present 
volume. John Bull has too long rested in the comfortable self-compla- 
cency that he, above all other persons of the earth, enshrines in his own 
mind all the wisdom and the magnanimity vouchsafed to mortal man; 
that in his customs he is the most knowing, the least artificial, the most 
cordial, and the most exemplary of persons ; and that in all the decencies 
of life, he, and he alone, knows and does that which is 

** Wisest, discreetest, virtuousest, best ; ** 

that he has no prejudices — none ; or, if indeed he have any, that they exist 
and have been nurtured so very near his virtnes, that if be cannot detect 
the slightest difierence between them, it is not likely that any vagabond 
foreigner can make so tremendous a discovery. And then John boasts, 
and in no monosyllabic phrase, of his great integrity, of his unbending 
spirit to the merely external advantages of worldly follies : he looks to the 
man, and not the man’s pocket ! He — he pays court to no man ; no, he 
cries out in the market-place, that “honesty is the best policy,” grasps his 
cudgel, looks loftily about him, swelling with the magnificence of the 
apothegm, and strides away to his beef and ale, with an almost over- 
whelming sense of all bis many virtues. 
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Now, let the truth be told. John Bull likes a hit of petty-larceny as 
well as any body in the world : he likes it, howeyer, with this difference ; 
the iniquity must be made legal. Only solemnise a wrong by an act of 
parliament, and John Bull will stickle lustily for the abuse; will trade 
upon it, turn the market-penny with it, cocker it, fondle it, love it, say 
pjetty words to it; yea, hugit to his bosom, and cry out **rape and robbery" 
if sought to be deprived of it. 

Next, John has no slavish regard for wealth : to be sure not; and yet, 
though his back is as broad as a table, it is as lithe as a cane ; and he will 
pucker his big cheeks into a reverential grin, and stoop and kiss the very 
hooft of the golden calf, wherever it shall be set up before him. John 
will do this, and blush not ; and having done it, he will straighten himself, 
wipe his lips with his cuff of broad-cloth, look magnanimous, and “ damn 
the fellow that regards money." 

And then for titles. Does John value titles? Hear the contemptuous 
roar with which, in the parlour of “ The King*s Head," he talks of them. 
** What ’s a title? " he will ask ; it 's the man, eh ? " And next week Lord 
Bubblebrain puts up for the county ; and, condescending to ask John Bull 
for his vote, John stands almost awe-struck at his porch, smooths his hair, 
smiles, smirks, bows, and feels that there is a sort of white magic in the 
looks and words of a lord. He stammers out a promise of a plumper, 
bows his lordship to the gate, and then declares to his neighbours that ** It 
war n’t for the title he gave his vote — ^he should hope not ; no, he wouldn’t 
sell his country in that way. But Lord Bubblebrain is a gentleman, and 
knows what’s right for the people." And then John’s wife remarks, how 
affable his lordship was to the children, and especially to the sick baby ; 
which John receives as a matter of course; shortly observing, that “ no 
gentleman could do less ; not that he gave his vote for any such doings." 

And has John no virtues? A thousand! So many, that he can afford 
to be told of his weakness, his folly — ^yea, of the wrongs he does, the wrongs 
he suffers. 

The ridiculous part of John’s character is his love of an absurdity, an 
injustice — it may be, an acute inconvenience — from its very antiquity. 
“ Why, what’s the matter?" we asked last week of an old acquaintance, 
limping and pushing himself along, not unlike a kangaroo with the rheu- 
matism ; “What’s the matter?" “Matter! corns — corns." “And why 
don’t you have ’em cut?” “Cut! ’’ cri6d our friend, with a look of sur- 
prise and inquiry. “ Cut ! why, it is now fifteen years that I have had 
these corns." There spoke John Bull : though he shall be almost at a 
stand-still, lame with corns, yet what a roaring does he make if you attempt 


Digitized by LjOOqIc 



vi 


PREFACE. 


to cut them — and why ? He haa had them to many years. A wen upon 
his neck, if a wen of fifty years* growth, though it bent him double, would 
** be to him as a daughter.’* 

John Bull has a numerous family; all more or less distinguished by the 
virtues, the humours, the follies, and the droll and melancholy contradic- 
tions of their papa. We here give some fifty of his children : we shall 
present the world with at least half-a-hundred more. 

London, October. 


!lJi 
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THE DRESS-MAKER. 

BY DOUGLAS JERROLD. 


The “ original sin** — charged upon the frailty of the sex — is, in its 
consequences, visited tenfold upon the children of the blooming 
culprit. Sadly enough do those poor daughters of Eve, who live 
by needle and thread, pay for the peccadillo of their first mother ! 
Bitterly do the sisterhood of Cranboume Alley and Regent Street 
expiate the transgression of Eden ! 

Is there a more helpless, a more' forlorn and unprotected, 
creature than, in nine cases out of ten, the Dress-Maker*s (rirl — the 
Daily Sempstress; pushed prematurely from the parental hearth, 
or rather no hearth, to win her miserable crust by aching fingers ? 
Crust — literally crust — is nearly all the reward of hours of drudgery ; 
of a monotonous task, at which the heart sinks, and the eyelids are 
fain to droop, until roused and strung anew to labour. Daily bread 
— a phrase that to most people conveys many things — is to our 
heroine a literal truth — a cold reality. She is a thousand times 
more to be pitied than yonder ballad-singer, with her feet imbedded 
in highway-mud, bawling the last effusion of the piano-forte poet ; 
or, in shrill treble, screaming the semi-political satires of the bards of 
Seven Dials. She — the minstrel — has no “ respectability’* to keep 
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up ; she has not to stint her appetite, that she may have a plurality 
of gowns ; she has not to soothe a hungry stomach, with a bit of gauze, 
a yard or so of riband — any morsel of finery — that shall at least be 
the type, shall present a show, of a condition of comfort, although the 
cupboard shall remain empty for it. The ballad-singer, the char- 
woman, the maid-of-all-work, none of these — her more fortunate 
sisters — are required by the hardness of their destiny to “be genteel.** 
They live not, as it were, on the frontiers of higher society ; they are 
never in a condition to be confounded with their betters. They have 
their marked, defined places in the world, with generally a sufficiency 
of means to compass their limited desires. The Dress- Maker may be 
in thought, in feeling, — nay, in education, one of the gentlest, noblest, 
meekest of her sex ; and, with all these sensibilities, pine in genteel 
squalor — in “respectable** starvation. How many hundred such 
may, at this moment, be found in “stony-hearted” London ! 

Let us, however, “ take a single victim ;’* let us present the 
Dress-Maker*s Girl, but a year in her teens, compelled, it may be, to 
aid in the support of younger brothers and sisters. How many 
bleak, savage winter mornings does she rise, and, with half-frozen 
fingers, put on her scanty clothes — all insufiScient to guard her 
shrinking limbs from the frost, the wind, and rain — and with noiseless 
feet, that she may not disturb “ any of the lodgers,** creep down three 
pair of stairs, and, at six o*clock, pick her timid way through mud, 
and cold, and darkness, to the distant “ work-room ?’* Poor, gentle 
thing ! — now, hurrying on, fearing that she is five minutes too late, 
and now pausing, and creeping into a door-way, to let some stag- 
gering drunkard pass, roaring and reeling home. It may be, too, 
that this little creature was bom in the lap of comfort — was the pet, 
the hope, of a fireside — was the darling of a circle — the child of com- 
petence, of luxury. Death, however, has taken her father — the 
sole prop and stay of a house of plenty ; and the widow, after strug- 
gling from year to year, has passed from bad to worse ; and now, 
with four children — our little Dre8S-Maker*8 Girl the eldest — pines in 
a three-pair back room, whence, every morning, our young heroine, 
with a patience and a pensive sweetness — the gifts of early adversity 
— sallies forth to unremitting toil.' 

Gentle Reader — is this a false picture ? Is this a coloured thing, 
tricked out to cozen sensibility? — the creation of a fiorid story- 
writer — tlte flimsy heroine of a foolish novel ? Oh, no ! do not 
think it : at this moment, himdreds upon hundreds of the fairest and 
the most delicate human buds — of creatures who, born ifi the regions 
of May Fair, had been painted, and their portraits scattered through 
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the empire, as very triumphs of the “excelling hand of nature” 
— work twelve, fourteen, sixteen liours per day — for what ? For 
just enough to prove how very little human nature may exist upon. 
To proceed. 

Our little Dress-Maker has arrived at the “ work-room.” After 
two or three hours, she takes her bread and butter, and warm adul- 
terated water, denominated tea. Breakfast hurriedly over, she works, 
under the rigid, scrutinising eye of a task-mistress, some four hours 
more ; and then proceeds to the important work of dinner. A scanty 
slice of meat — perhaps, an egg — is produced from her basket : she 
dines, and sews again till five. Then comes again the fiuid of the 
morning, and again the needle until eight. Hark! yes, that’s eight 
now striking. “ Thank heaven !” thinks our heroine, as she rises to 
put by her work, “ the task for the day is done !” 

At this moment, a thundering knock is heard at the door : — “ The 
Duchess of Daffodils must have her robe by four to-morrow !” 

Again the Dress-Maker’s apprentice is made to take Her place — 
again she resumes her thread and needle ; and, perhaps, the clock is 
“ beating one,” as she again, jaded and half dead with work, creeps 
to her lodging, and goes to bed, still haunted with the thought that 
as “ the work is very back,” she must be up by five to-morrow. 

Beautiful, and very beautiful, are the dresses at a drawing-room I 
Surpassingly delightful, as minutely described in the columns of 
“ The Morning Herald,” and “ The Morning Post !” To the rapt 
imagination they seem woven of “ Iris’ woof or things manufac- 
tured by the Fairy Queen, and her maids of Honour : yet may 
imagination, if it wUl, see in the trappings the work of penury, of 
patient suffering, and scantily-rewarded toil. How many sighs from 
modest humble worth have been breathed upon that lace ! How much 
of the heart-ache has gone to the sewing of that fiounce ! “ All the 

beauty of the kingdom,” says the Court Chronicler, for the thou- 
sandth time, “was at her Majesty’s Drawing Room!” What! all 
the beauty in brocade, in satins, and in velvets ? Is none left for 
humble gingham — none for homespun stuff? Oh, yes ! beauty that 
has grown pale at midnight, that wealthy beauty might shine with 
richer lustre the next court day ! Beauty that has pined and withered 
in a garret, that sister-beauty might be more beautifiil in a carriage ! 

We have given the day’s work of our little Dre^s-Maker’s Girl. 
She has, however, certain glimpses of holidays : she is despatched to 
receive orders, to take home work ; and, despite herself, if the weather 
be fine — if it be not her fate to trudge, ankle-deep in mud, with band- 
box in one hand, and umbrella in the other — she cannot but pause at 
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shop-windows, and indulge in a day-dream that shall possess her of 
a few trinkets from the jeweller’s, her eye unconsciously wandering 
towards the wedding-rings — at the next window a new bonnet — at 
the next, a gown for very great occasions. 

Besides these little trespasses upon the time of her mistress, the 
Dress-Maker’s Girl is but too apt to tarry and muse upon the play- 
bills. She knows nearly all the actors and actresses, for she has seen 
most of them once ; and, moreover, has her especial favourites in 
tragedy, comedy, and opera: will, in the work-room, publish her 
decided preference to Mr. A. over Mr. B. ; and, in her own words, 
“ thinks Mr. W. the dearest of men !” Marvels why Malibran could 
ever have died ; and pronounces Mr. C. to be “ a wonderful com- 
poser.” These tastes, be it understood, gradually unfold themselves 
in the work-room, where, on certain occasions — particularly in the 
absence of the mistress and the forewoman — the whole round of arts 
and letters is criticised with no less fervour than freedom. The 
Dress-Maker’s Girl will, for a certainty point out which is the best 
likeness among the ninety-nine portraits of that most ill-painted of 
ladies, her most gracious Majesty ; at the same time hopes and trusts 
that no “ filthy foreigner” will marry her ; whilst she gives it as her 
private, but most stubborn opinion, that there must be a sweetheart 
somewhere.” 

The Dress-Maker’s Girl is a reader of novels. She thinks Bulwer 
divine, especially if he’s anything like that angel of a fellow that sits 
cross-legged to Leila;*' but fears that Marryat is low. She some- 
times wonders why Mr. Moore does not “ do” some more “ Melo- 
dies and a minute after will speculate if a certain fashionable poet 
“ is a man with a family.” 

The Dress-Maker’s Girl has a profound secret — a secret hidden in 
the inmost recesses of her virgin heart. A lieutenant of the Guards 
— (take care of that lieutenant) — such a pensive-looking, melancholy, 
elegant young man, kissed his' hand to her twice in Pall Mall.” This 
secret she has revealed to nobody except ten familiar friends. She 
learns a song — something about “A Soldier’s Bride” — which she 
hums whilst working, imconscious of the tittering of her sister- 
sempstresses ; and only leaves off to blush and tell them “ not to be 
so silly.” 

These, however, are green, sunny spots in the life of the Dress- 
Maker’s Girl : as she grows towards womanhood, years bring with 
them a deeper sense of her forlorn and unprotected condition ; effacing 
her beauty, saddening her mind, and making her taste all the bitter- 
ness of that bitter morsel of bread earned by tasked needle-work. 
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Her position as an attendant on the wealthy and the great, her almost 
daily visits to the abodes of luxury, occasionally vex her rebel spirit ; 
rising as it will against the insufficiency of twelve or fifteen shillings 
per week, for raiment, food, and lodging. A thousand and a thou- 
sand times, she wishes herself a washerwoman — a hop-picker — any 
drudge of the lowest class, not forced, by the necessity of a genteel 
look,*' to submit to deadly privations ; to stint herself in the humblest 
necessaries of life, that she may, in her external appearance, “ do 
credit to the shop." Can there be a more forlorn, more pitiable 
condition than that of the Daily Sempstress, growing old and lonely 
on the wages of her ill-paid craft? Follow her to her room — the top- 
most nook of some old, gloomy house, in some gloomy court ; survey 
the abode of penury ; of penury, striving with a stoutness of heart, 
of which the world knows nothing, to put a bright face upon want ; 
to smile with patience on the greatest, as on the pettiest privations. 
This is the Dress-Maker, long past her girlhood ; the Sempstress, 
no longer out-stared in the street — followed for her beauty — fiattered 
— lied to ; tempted with ease and luxury, when her own home ofiers 
nothing but indigence and hardest labour. This is not the young, 
blushing creature, walking in London streets, her path full of pit- 
falls; the lawful prey of selfish vice — the watched-for prize of 
mercenary infamy. No ; she has escaped all these snares ; she has, 
in the innocence and constancy of her heart, triumphed over the 
seductions of pleasure : has, with the wings of a dove," escaped the 
net spread for her by fiends with the faces of women. She has 
wasted the light-heartedness of her childhood, and the bloom of her 
youth, in daily, nightly toil ; and arrived at middle age, she is still 
the working Sempstress — the lonely, faded spinster — the human 
animal vegetating on two shillings per diem. Is not this the fate of 
thousands in this our glorious metropolis ? 

And yet, how much worse, how much more terrible the destiny of 
thousands of others ! of poor, unprotected creatures, with hearts in 
their bosoms once throbbing with the best and purest hopes, once 
yearning with the noblest and tenderest afiections — creatures in whom 
the character of wife and mother might have shone with the brightest 
lustre — cast abroad and trodden on like way-side weeds : loathed and 
scorned by one sex ; outraged, bullied by the other ; until deceived, 
wounded, and exasperated nature rises against its wrongers ; and, 
denaturalised in voice, face, and feeling, we cannot recognise the 
Dress-Maker's Girl — the modest, gentle thing, with blushing face 
and dewy eyes — in that screeching virago, that howling, raving 
Jezebel ; now stamping in the impotence of drunkenness and rage, at 
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that stone-faced policeman ; now tumbling, dead as a carcase, in the 
mire, and weeping maudlin tears of gin and vengeance ! And why 
is this ? What has worked this grievous transformation ? What has 
effected this awful, this disgusting change ? Alas ! some ten — nine 
— seven — years ago, temptation shewed its thousand gifts — apples of 
seeming gold, with ashes at the core — to the poor Dress-Maker ; 
proffered life-long ease, all the happiness and luxury enjoyed by her 
high-bom sisters ; and, to assist temptation, there was a yearning of 
love — a faith, an easy credence in the woman's heart, that made Jier 
not altogether selfish, calculating ; whilst, on the other hand, there 
were incessant labour, and pinching economy, and — ^and — ^but the 
story is the story of hundreds ; she fell, and 

“ The once-fallen woman must for ever fall I” 

The modest, virgin fiower is become the scofif of the multitude, the 
mockery of a mob. 

Let us, however, leave this picture — the more terrible as it is from 
the life — to dwell upon the trials and annoyances of the Milliner's 
Girl in her daily vocation. What bursts of temper has she to meet, 
and, if she can, vanquish by smiling meekness ! What arrogance 
what heartlessness of wealth, has she to encounter with placid, yea, 
with appealing looks, for faults — or fancied faults — not one of them 
her own ! We own it ; we have sometimes felt enraged at the cold- 
blooded insolence with which women — most respectable people, too \ 
— have rated their humbler sisters. In the other sex, a spirit of gal- 
lantry is apt to soften censure ; but for a woman — a dress-maker, for 
instance — a bonnet-maker — a lady's maid — a housemaid, or a female 
cook — to be mercilessly scolded — to be abused with a seeming forget- 
fulness of all the charities of life, takes nothing short of a woman 
herself. Men are beaten out of the field by the force of feminine 
vituperation. (“ Hard words," says the lady reader ; “ Hard, ma'am, 
but very true.") 

Among many of the most annoying trials of life, the trial of a new 
dress by a wayward, aristocratic customer, or what is infinitely worse, 
by purse-proud ignorance, is not the least to the poor Dress-Maker’s 
Girl, who may be commissioned to take the garment home. If there 
be a failing in a fiounce, the slightest error in a sleeve, if a cufi* be 
a hair’s breadth too broad, or a thread too narrow, down will come a 
dhower of hard words — and that, sometimes, from the prettiest, and 
seemingly the meekest of mouths — about the astounded head of the 
Dress-Maker, who with helpless looks for the omission of others, 
or, what is equally likely, for the forgetfulness or new whim of the 
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lady herself, stands silent and abashed ; or dutteringly hesitates an 
excuse, or promises instant amendment. Such promise, however, for 
the time, only increases the storm ; until the culprit finds that silence 
is the best defence, and she is at length ordered ** to take the thing 
away,” and if she please, “ to throw it on the fire !” 

Now, ere we proceed, will all our lady readers put their fair white 
hands upon their gentle hearts, and, with unblushing &ces, declare 
that never, at any time of their lives, did such a scene — as that above 
described — pass between them and the Dress-Maker ; the innocent 
scape-goat of the faults and the caprice of the employers and the 
employed ? “ We pause for a reply.” 

With a short story, illustrative of the hard fate of the Dress- 
Maker — of the taunts and sufferings which she is called on to bear 
with “ patient shrug” — a story not invented, but taken from the iron 
book of real life, we propose to end our present essay. The names, 
the reader may be assured, are the only fictions in the narrative. 

Fanny White was the daughter of a naval lieutenant, left with her 
widowed mother, to the bleak charities of the world. She had been 
tenderly reared and educated ; and what is more, seemed bom with 
the delicacy, the refinement, the meekness, the sweetness, of a 
gentlewoman. When the lieutenant’s funeral bill was paid, the 
widow found herself with one unbroken guinea in the world. Fanny 
was then sixteen ; and, with looks as cheerful as if she were going to 
a dance, she would rise, long ere daylight, in winter mornings, 
and pick her path to the shop,” where, by the greatest good luck, 
she had, very shortly after her father’s death, gained admission as 
a neophyte milliner. Great was the triumph felt by Fanny on the 
first Saturday night, when she placed in the hand of her mother, full 
six shiUings ! 

Fanny White soon became a favourite, from her exeeeding gentle- 
ness, the constant smile that was in her face, and the alacrity with 
which she would sometimes anticipate the commands of her em- 
ployers. In a little time, Fanny was the chosen ambassadress to 
any very particular, any very difficult customer. Thus Fanny walked 
through London streets, yet was there not in her beautiful — her happy 
face — for she was supremely happy in the nine shillings (three being 
in due time added to the six), that every Saturday she carried home 
— a charm to awe the trading beldam into silence, albeit Fanny 
would pass on ** in maiden meditation, fancy-free.” She walked in 
the furnace of London, and still the bloom of health and innocence 
was on her cheeks. 
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Miss Arabella Snaketon — the daughter of a singularly sharp 
attorney, long since retired from a very lucrative business, to ponder 
on the good he had done on earth, and to muse upon the reward of 
heaven — Miss Arabella Snaketon, living at the West, Avas about to 
bestow her hand, and twenty thousand pounds, on a surpassingly 
clever, middle-aged stockbroker, from the East. 

Miss Arabella Snaketon hid ordered her bridal dress — who shall 
tell the cost of the smuggled lace? — at the “house” where Fanny 
White studied the arts of millinery. The dress finished, Fanny, 
followed by the porter, was despatched with it to the impatient virgin 
— the fiuttering and expecting bride. 

(We tell not what is to follow, in the vain hope that it will touch 
the hearts of the great family of the Snaketons : people who get gold 
by the crooked means with which they obtained it, wear an impene- 
trable armour of guineas above their breasts — yea, they are more 
impenetrable than crocodiles ! — However, to our story.) 

Fanny, arriving at the house, was speedily summoned to the room, 
where sat in proudest silence, Mrs. Snaketon, and her daughter 
Arabella. The mother heard the rustling of the bridal robes, but 
took no more notice of the polite and beautiful little Milliner, than if 
she were made of the same material as the Milliner’s box. The 
wedding-dress was displayed; and Mrs. Snaketon, still seated in 
silent dignity, watched her daughter as she proceeded to try it on : 
scarcely a word had, as yet, been spoken to the Milliner. 

Miss Snaketon's head emerged from a sea of satin, and with the 
ready assistance of Fanny, she had almost donned the garment, when 
it hung somewhere about the bodice, and Fanny, who was vigilantly 
regarded by Mrs. Snaketon, endeavoured to pull it straight : in this 
laudable attempt, however, the hand of Fanny passed over the bare 
shoulder of Miss Snaketon. Mrs. Snaketon, in a whirlwind of indig- 
nation, bounced to her feet ! 

“ Why you — you — you impudent hussey !” — it was in these words 
she addressed the astounded Fanny ; “ you wouldn’t dare” — passion 
almost denied the mother words — “dare — to — to — touch her flesh T' 

Fanny White had not the heart to make answer, but after a 
moment’s struggle, she hid her face in her hands, and wept bitterly. 

Oh ! ye high and noble bom — for the race of Snaketons is incor- 
rigible — deign to cultivate some sympathy for the poor and lowly ! 

Oh! ye painted porcelain of human clay, think not Fanny Whites 
mere red-earth pipkins I 
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THE DINER-OUT. 


If thou wanteat anything, and wilt not call, beahrew thy heart! 

Kl.vo Hesri IV. r.vt 3. 
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THE DINER-OUT. 


BY DOUGLAS JERROLD. 


The Diner-Out — we mean the knife-and-fork professor with a good 
and wide connexion — is a man without a care. If he be not, then 
are the sources of human anxiety too many and too mysterious for us 
to fathom. But it is impossible that the Diner-Out can feel one touch 
of mortal misery : steeped in the gravies of his neighbour — fortified 
with the venison of his hundred Mends — ennobled, yea, sublimated 
above the petty accidents of this dim spot which men call earth,’* by 
the port, champagne, and burgundy, of his best and dearest acquaint- 
ance — the meaner ills of this life fall upon him, hurtless as hail upon 
an elephant. He passeth on, made invulnerable to calamity by the 
contributed benevolence of those — the best and brightest of the world 
— who give dinners. He is at once the child and glory of hospi- 
tality ; the representative and embodiment of every table-cloth virtue. 
He is a living and increasing evidence of the goodness of our com- 
mon nature ; a prize biped, fed upon the oil and honey-cakes of his 
liberal fellow-man. 

But, it may be objected by some mean-souled wretch, content to 
feed on figs, penny-rolls, and spring-water — for we have heard of such 
monsters — that the Diner-Out has no household gods ! Ha! ha! has 
he not? “Better,” says the canting fellow, with a starved look of 
would-be independence, “better to eat an onion at our own hearth, 
than ortolans at the boards of the rich.*’ Hungry reader ! give no ear 
to such hypocrisy — trust not thin-chapped temperance ; but glance 
at the rosy, shining face — survey the abdominous dignity of our hero, 
and believe in the Diner-Out! 

“The Diner-Out has no household gods!” All the better for 
him : he is not called upon to sweat and labour for daily offerings of 
meat and drink — the said household gods being most clamorous, most 
constant, in their calls on butcher, baker, and brewer ; but, turning 
firom his own unconsecrated hearth, quitting his cold, unguarded fire- 
side, the Diner-Out spreads me his cloth in the midst of a hundred 
worshippers, having the choice of a hundred temples, wherein he may 
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perform with fullest ceremony social devotions. “Away with 
the bigotry of knife-and-fork,” cries our Diner-Out; and as that wise 
philosopher, Sir Thomas Browne, made it his boast, that he could 
say his prayers with either Turk or Levite, so would our real Diner- 
Out manifest the greatness of his heart, and the magnanimity of his 
digestion, by partaking of pilau with Mahomet, or roast kid and 
pistachio-nuts with Rothschild. Nay, were it possible that the 
Wandering Jew could put up for a day at either “ The Clarendon” or 
“ The London,” our Diner-Out would exhibit his triumph over vulgar 
prejudices, by “ cutting the stranger’s mutton !” 

“ The Diner-Out has no household gods !” We return to this 
scurvy charge, that we may shew the felicity of the Diner-Out to con- 
sist in what is foolishly considered his desolate condition. Household 
gods are divinities of a most tyrannical character : Mumbo Jumbo 
and the Blue Monkey are not half so ravenous, require not sacrifices 
of so terrible a kind, as at times do these said household gods — 
these domestic prettinesses — wreathed, in the pages of poets and 
novelists, with immortal roses, and having aspects innocent and beau- 
tiful as the faces of cherubim. Such, however, are their holiday 
decorations — their feast-day looks — when the steam of the kitchen rises 
around them, and hangs like beads of honey-dew upon their temples. 
These are the household gods of the rich — these are the divinities who 
never spoil their plump, ripe apple cheeks, by drawing long faces at 
an empty grate ; who never blow their blue nails in pitiless January, 
and sometimes trench upon good manners, by muttering an oath at 
the unaccommodating coal-merchant. Cheap is the fiimiture of the 
Diner-Out, moderate his rent ; and if few his sympathies, few his 
wants. Our Diner-Out — he is ninety-nine times in the hundred a 
bachelor, either on a broken income, or on a property from the first but 
small — having no spouse, no children, must pay somewhat for out- 
door luxuries. Unblest with the soft endearing voice of wife at home, 
he is compelled to throw himself upon the opera ; having no children 
to feed, clothe, and send to school, he may be lavish in his love of 
white kid. He gets a dignity out of his bachelorship ; and wanting 
the sweet religion of fire -side divinities, wears many coats in Regent 
Street. “ Household gods !” said Jack Smellfeast, the other day — - 
Smellfeast, be it known, is a Diner-Out of some distinction — “ House- 
hold gods ! Pooh ! — I keep a horse.” 

The Diner-Out is, certainly, the professor of what may be con- 
sidered one of the most difiicult arts of life. This fact is proved by 
the hundreds who, in this glorious London, fiourish but for a season 
or two, and then, like swallows, go no man knows whither. 
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Dining out being, in these dayv, one of the most profitable of the 
arts and sciences, we shall consider ourselves in the gratifying light 
of public benefactors, if, from the practice of a Diner-Out, distin- 
guished in the art for many years, we give a few hints to those of 
our fellow-men, who, like ourselves, look upon dinner to be the most 
important incident in the whole mortal four-and-twenty hours; its 
value and beauty still increasing with the smallness of its cost to the 
diner. We entreat our readers to pause and contemplate the subject 
with a seriousness and attention of a more solemn and more intent 
description than any they may devote to the minor morals: people, 
of really very respectable substance and standing, doing excellently 
well without morals ; whilst there is much ignominy in the squalid 
fret of doing without a dinner. To dine well is, in the very largest 
acceptation of the phrase, to live weU. 

The Diner-Out must be a man of very moderate humour — of the 
most temperate and considerate wit. It must be his first study to 
obtain and keep the character of a good-natured fellow, a most 
agreeable companion, at the same time rendering it impossible for 
those who praise him to tell the why or the wherefore. We know 
that certain wags have blazed and coruscated for a season or two at a 
few tables where are to be found the first delicacies of the season, 
whether of bird or beast, vegetable or man; the first pine-apple or 
the last author; but these wits are but for a few invitations; the 
regular professional Diner-Out, and it is of him we speak, is for 
all cloths. It must therefore be his study to display a certain good- 
natured dullness, an amiability that shall make him repress the 
brightest jest that ever fell from human lips, if by any possibility the 
unuttered joke could be thought to tell against one of the party ; that 
one, it may be, happening to possess the noblest kitchen — the most 
glorious cellar ; and therefore to be conciliated by a meek politeness, 
an attentive urbanity, that shall insure the Diner-Out a future sum- 
mons to his table : for it must be remembered that the Diner-Out, 
whilst apparently enjoying the delights of the repast, and its after 
ease and hilarity, is, indeed, labouring to extend his connexion. He 
is not asked to grace a board on the strength of a new picture — a 
wonderful poem — a galvanic, man-eating, man-slaying novel, or the 
discovery of new self-supplying sugar-tongs, or for the great merit 
of having lived with the Esquimaux cm walrus-fiesh and train-oil : 
our Diner-Out feasts not upon any such adventitious, any such acci- 
dental, principle, but upon higher deserts; yea, he obtains his turtle 
and burgundy from worthier, from more lasting causes ; for in a very 
flutter of “ delight,” he helps any and every lady and gentleman to 
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the wing of a chicken, and with a stereotype smile upon his face, is 
at a moment’s notice prepared to be **but too happy” to ** take 
wine” with all the world. 

The Diner-Out must never be known to utter a brilliant witticism 
at the cost of any dinner-giver. The people will laugh heartily at 
the time; but they wiU all remember that the Diner-Out wears a 
dangerous weapon; and wits, like drunken men with swords, are 
apt to draw their steel upon their best acquaintance. He may, at 
certain pauses, venture a conundrum, or relate the last Yankee ex- 
aggeration from the papers ; or if he have genius sufficient, he may 
himself make two or three, swearing by the way that he has read 
them **in some obscure print:” these matters, wanting the edge of 
personality, cast around the Diner-Out a halo of cheap humour, and 
go to the sum of his character as a good-natured and agreeable 
fellow. He must shun scandal as it were garlic. If any of the party 
indulge in picking holes in the good names of their friends and 
acquaintance — a most common and most social pastime — the Diner- 
Out must keep a curb upon his tongue ; and, if impossible to divide 
off into conversation with his neighbour, must throw himself upon 
the olives, thereby indicating his want of interest in the immediate 
subject, and his peace with all the world. Let scandal take the 
highest pitch, let bright and burning jests abound, the Diner-Out 
must never seem to enjoy the fun: as though he listened to the 
drolleries of Malays or Japanese, he may survey the speakers with a 
mild benignity of look; but for their words, for the edifying matter 
of their speech, that must be to him as an unknown tongue. At 
such times, an innocent suckling, smiling at the convolutions and the 
colours of a nest of snakes, must be our Diner-Out. He may crack 
nuts, whilst dinner-givers and common men crack reputations. Nor 
let the young Diner-Out believe for a moment that such moderation 
will be lost upon the influential persons of the party ; if not at the 
time, they are certain next day to remember the good-nature of 
** that agreeable fellow, Smellfeast;” or, if his worthy qualities be 
quoted by another, they will, from the recollection of his meekness, 
promptly and fervently corroborate the good report of his knife-and- 
fork virtues. The wisdom of silence, and a good digestion, are among 
the brightest qualifications of a regular Diner-Out. 

The Diner-Out may sing: that is, if he sing not too well, to give 
offence to dinner-givers who sing extremely well themselves, and 
thus, by an injudicious display of his talent, injure his connexion. 
Hence, he may sing, provided he sing small. He may also imitate 
London actors, crow like a cock, pipe like a bullfinch, or bray like an 
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ass, as occasion may serve, and as he may be solicited to air his 
merits. He must, however, by all his hopes of his neighbour's 
knives and forks, take especial care that he never attempt to force 
a hearing. If conversation take a political turn, he must be dumb 
as an oyster — the reason is obvious : the Ultra- Whig on his right has 
a name for champagne ; whilst the old Tory opposite is glorified by 
his burgundy. 

The Diner-Out must make himself an especial favorite with the 
lady of the house : to her he must appear a pattern man — an excel- 
lent person — a virtuous eleven-o’clock individual, with the pro- 
foundest admiration of that most ennobling, most excellent, and most 
intellectual of all human institutions, the institution of marriage; 
failing not to make it understood, that blighted hopes, in the morning 
of his life, have for ever doomed him to the withering state of 
celibacy. 

The Diner-Out must have a most passionate love for children. 
He must so comport himself that when his name shall be announced 
every child in the mansion shall set up a yell — a scream of rapture 
— shall rush to him — ^pull his coat-tails — climb on his back — twist 
their fingers in his hair — snatch his watch firom his pocket; and, 
whilst they rend his super-Saxony — ^load his shoulders — uncurl his 
wig — and threaten instant destruction to his repeater, the Diner- 
Out must stifie the agony at his heart and his pocket, and to the 
feebly-expressed fears of the mamma, that the ** children are trouble- 
some,” the Diner-Out must call into every comer of his face a look 
of the most seraphic delight, and with a very chuckle, assure the 
anxious parent that ** the little rogues are charming!” 

There are, however, houses — places of desolation! — in which 
there are no children. In this case, the Diner-Out must love the 
dog. When we say love the dog, we do not mean that he must 
simply express a liking for dogs in general ; but that he must, in the 
most unequivocal, in the liveliest manner, display an afiection — a 
passion — ^for the dog of the house : be it 

“ Mastiff, greyhound, mongrel grim. 

Hound or spaniel, lurch or lym. 

Or bobtail tike, or trundle- tail,” 

the Diner-Out must take the creature to his heart, and love it a 
little less — and only a little — than its mistress and its master. If 
there be no dog, the Diner-Out must love the cat, perhaps of the 
Angola or the Persian kind, and a favorite with the family ; (if, in- 
deed, simple man and wife are to be dignified with that most delicious 
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of English collectives). Should there be no cat — for we like, in this 
our manual, to provide for even extreme cases — the Diner-Out must 
find a resource in the parrot ; if no parrot, in the canary ; if no 
canary, in the goldfinch or linnet; if, however, there be neither 
beast nor bird to engage his affections, the Diner-Out must fall in 
love with the china, or any moveable to which, as he may speedily 
learn by his sagacity, the lady of the house shall — after, of course, 
her husband — be most attached. We once knew an illustrious Diner- 
Out — to be sure he was a genius! — who took fifty dinners a-year 
firom one family: and why? He had contrived to become desperately 
enamoured with the drawing-room fire-irons ; by some adroit means, 
if a stranger were present, always led the conversation to them, and 
thus elicited, from one of the household, a legend of the family, in 
which the courage of the mother — at the time a delicate and lovely 
creature of little more than nineteen — was most extraordinarily dis- 
played; the virgin defending herself with only a poker from the 
advances of a strange unarmed man, generally believed to be a 
burglar, but by the lady herself suspected to be smnething consider- 
ably worse. We are ccmvinced that we do not err, and we state 
the fact for the advantage and instruction of all Diners-Out, when 
we assure the reader that the sagacious Marrowmouth dined off that 
drawing-room poker fifty times per annum. Yes, fifty times. Now, 
he, indeed, must be \mworthy of the trade of dining out, who cannot 
find something like a poker in every homestead. 

The Diner-Out must take every opportunity of insinuating a 
knowledge of his high connexions. If he really and truly know no 
Dukes, he must manage to make a few for his especial acquaintance. 
The intimacy — though it only amounts to that of touching hats — 
will give a certain glory to the Diner-Out ; the lower he condescends 
to feed, the greater the lustre he brings with him. There was 
Silverprongs — only second to Marrowmouth — ^who always came into 
plebeian dinner-parties quite warm from the shake of hand of a 
Marquis. He, of course, brought with him something of the latent 
heat of aristocracy, something that made the visiting commoners — 
we mean the merely respectable people — very often take wine with 
Silverprongs, and, on retiring to the drawing-room, smilingly hope 
for the cultivation of his acquaintance. There is another point 
to be impressed upon the attention of the pupil Diner-Out. If he 
visit families who have a great veneration for the literary character — 
we have already said that we like to provide for extreme cases — he 
must be hand-in-glove with every illustrious son of pen-and-ink with 
which these porcupine times abound. If, on the other side, any 
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part of his connexion lies among serious families — and we have heard 
of such who, when they condescend to dine, make dinner a most 
devout piece of business — our Diner-Out must speak of proof hn- 
pressions of portraits from the ** Evangelical Magazine,” sent to 
him with the autograph Compliments of the originals. 

The Diner-Out must pay particular attention to that portion of 
his wardrobe which may be said to belong to his profession — his 
dinner-suit must be &ultless : he must have the last fold — the last 
wrinkle — the earliest intelligence of enlarged cuffs — of coat-tails nar- 
rowed or widened — of trowsers gathered in, or rendered more expan- 
sive; and, in these days, he must not fail to let his “ wit,” like 
Laverdineiy in Fletcher’s old play, 

“ Lie in a ten pound waistcoat.” 

A few fathoms of gold-chain, with diamonds ( if to be had ) for shirt- 
buttons, and as many rings on his fingers as a rattle-snake has in its 
tail, are, to the Diner-Out, almost indispensable. He is scarcely fit 
for decent company, if he do not appear as though he had come fi’om 
a sitting for the sweetmeat portrait of a gentleman to the “ World of 
Fashion.” 

Pierre de Montmaur, professor of Greek at the Royal College of 
Paris, in the reign of Louis XIII., was a Diner-Out of considerable 
reputation. Menage gives an anecdote of him singularly illustrative 
of his genius : for we are told that the professor resided at the Col- 
lege of Boncour solely that, from its elevated situation, he might 
watch the smoking chimnies of his fi-iends below ! 

We have, we trust, registered the principal requisites for a pro- 
fessional Diner-Out; a character, as we humbly conceive, blessed 
beyond his fellow-men, inasmuch as he may be said to walk through 
life upon a dining-room carpet, seeing the best part of human nature — 
for surely man never so unreservedly displays “ the silver lining ” of 
his soul as at, and after, dinner — and judging of the world in its hap- 
piest and most benevolent moments. 

Dinner! — a word that to tens of thousands of men is associated 
with anxieties, and fears, and carking cares — a word, involving 
butchers’ bills, fishmongers’ bilk, bilk of bakers, bilk of brewers, 
bills mkcellaneous, not safely to be thought of at the time of shaving 
— all these hard and stem realities are to the Diner-Out nothing 
more than fictions; things that he has heard of, but never known. 
What k the butcher to the Diner-Out? No other than the exe- 
cutioner to the cook — the cut-throat to the kitchen. The fishmonger 
k a kind of benevolent Triton ; a creature bringing the treasures of 
the deep to earth, for the especial gratification of our hero; he 
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vends turbot, crimps skate, for the palate of our Diner-Out, who 
eats in happy ignorance of a future call. The wine-merchant is to 
him the genial and generous vassal of Bacchus — the cup-bearer 
deputed by the glorious god — calling men to drink and never bring- 
ing in the score. The gardener, who raises peas at only five guineas 
per quarter-peck, and flings pine-apples at the head of holly-crowned 
Christmas, what is he to the Diner-Out, but the servitor of Plenty — 
of Plenty in her most luscious and delightful aspect? 

Is it possible, then, that the Diner-Out can be otherwise than a 
good-tempered creature ? Can he have one spot in his heart touched 
with uncharitableness — with malice — with envy of dinner-giving 
man? Indigestion may come upon him; the gout may, sometimes, 
make him scream ; but, when misanthropic, discontented, folks speak 
of the frailties of human nature, of the meanness and cruelty of this 
sometimes mean and cruel world, our Diner-Out will, with an in- 
efl^ble look of charity, lay his hand upon his belly, and seriously avow 
his conviction that all men are the very best of people, and that the 
world itself is a world of milk and honey. He will avow, with almost 
a grateful tear standing in each eye, that he has lived and dined 
forty — fifty — sixty — ^years, and therefore “ ought to know.” 

And wherefore this charity ? — wherefore this philanthropic softness ? 
Why, to our Diner-Out, all men — at least, all his connexions, which 
of course contain all the world — are associated with something luscious 
and beautiful. Let the faces of his friends pass before his mental 
vision : they are not the faces of men — the visages of mere humanity ; 
no! they are fantastically, yet withal delightfully, merged into the 
aspects of kitchen and cellar comforts. The Diner-Out conjures to 
his mental eye the countenance of his dear friend Tissue, the banker ; 
is it the countenance of Tissue? No! but a dindon attx truffes^ upon 
the banker’s shoulders; Tissue having been for years immortalised 
for his turkies with truffles. The thoughts of our Diner-Out wander 
to Ledgerly, the Indian merchant; when up starts Ledgerly, with a 
face distorted to something very like a haunch of venison. Again, 
our Diner-Out has grateful recollections of Moidore, the gr^t bill- 
discoimter: enter Moidore, with his square head shooting up into 
a bottle, whereon Chateaux Margaux is most legibly emblazoned. 
Thus, with our Diner-Out, his biped friends are but the types of 
better things. He knows the names of Tissue, of Ledgerly, and of 
Moidore; but they are endeared to him by their association with 
turkey, venison, and glorious wine. 

We have ten sons; and thrice a day say we, to each and all of 
them, “Boys, be Diners-Out!” 
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BY OWEN PENGUIN. 


It is universally admitted that we — the English — are the very best 
people to be found in the world; and yet, it has sometimes occurred 
to us, that rather too much deference is paid to wealth in this 
coimtry. It is no<, we have occasionally ventured to opine, the 
all-in-all — the only needful — the “tottle of the whole.” We have 
been now and then betrayed into the momentary belief that poverty 
is not altogether in&mous, and that virtue in rags is hardly dealt by 
when it is sent for three months to the treadmill : it should be two 
months — say, six weeks. Having avowed our heresy, we proceed at 
once, lest we should be “put down by clamour.” 

Profound was the remark of that sage, who must have read 
human nature to some purpose, when he averred that there were 
good and bad of all professions. We are entirely persuaded of this. 
Honest lawyers are to be found, if a man will but diligently look 
after them; the treasurer pro tern, does not always go off to America; 
and orphans sometimes come by their right. Accordingly, there are 
good and bad Stock-Brokers; many very good; some so-so, by 
which we mean, so at one time, and so at another; and a few, 
we dare say, bad enough. Indeed, we once knew a gentleman of 
the last description (he is now settled in New South Wales) who, 
had Ariel appeared to him, with the intimation, 

** Full fathom five thy father lies, 

Of his bones is coral made ; 

Those are pearls that were his eyes;’* — 

would have bethought him, “ What a glorious spec, if one could fish 
up dad, and effect a sale of him by retail to the jewellers.” 

The overweening reverence for wealth (which is at once the 
criterion of, and the substitute for, morals) to which we have adverted 
above, certainly sets men upon strange contrivances to acquire it. 
Money must be got, or how is a man to be respectable? the where- 
withal must be • forthcoming, or how is one’s station in life to be 
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preserved? an income must be realised, or how is Mrs. Robinson to 
make head against the Jenkinses, who have just mounted a carriage ; 
put their man, with unexceptionable calves, into livery, and secured a 
coachman with a little yellow wig, and a triple row of curls behind 
it, for all the world like the aristocracy? 

Your Stock-Broker manages all this. By his so potent art he 
lures the specie toward him. With wanton heed, and giddy cunning, 
he flutters about the Money Market for a score or two of years, and 
then retires at a premium of a quarter of a million. But when I 
speak of ** your Stock-Broker,** I do not mean your formal, careful, 
business-like, imspeculative fellow, who buys in and sells out to 
order; who receives directions from his agricultural friend in the 
country, to invest a thousand or two for him in the Three-and-a-Halfs, 
the crops being so bad, and the price of com not much above seventy ; 
and who attends the old lady, from Kennington, once a quarter, to 
guide her hand whilst she signs the books, and to satisfy her queries 
respecting the sponge ^ and whether “ those wicked Radicals** really 
do intend to wipe off the National Debt, as they threaten? It is 
true, this cautious individual is sometimes bitten by a crazy maggot, 
and ventures a little in Exchequer Bills, and nibbles at Tontine De- 
bentures ; and will buy a reversion, if the physician has really shaken 
his head every day, during the last fortnight, at your asthmatic 
uncle : but he is plaguy prudent. He does not buy a pig in a poke ; 
he must see the suckling, and determine whether he is real dairy- 
fed. He looks before he leaps, and he looks a long while, and 
makes a small skip of it, after all ; and if he can but get a paring off 
a slice cf a loan, he goes home by the onmibus to his box at Clapton, 
waters his geraniums in the fore-court; and really thinks Mrs. 
Brown was quite right the other day; — there is room for a small 
coach-house and stable. 

Your real, hona fide Stock-Broker is a different class of being. 
To him the various turns of fate below are important only as they 
affect the turns of the market. He is solicitous about the funds 
which he never sees, and which he has nothing directly to do with ; 
and he can tell the price of Consols to an eighth, at any given minute 
in the day. 

The Stock-Broker is either a Bull or a Bear — fmciful designa- 
tions! Would you fain knpw, dear uninitiated reader, why he is 
thus playfully and zoologically ranged? It is the nature of the bull 
to toss — for proof, look up and see yon retributive drover in the air! 
it is the nature of the bear to pull **with downward drag austere** 
— witness the fate of Antigonus, in “The Winter’s Tale,” as related 
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by the Clown, “Will that humour pass?” as Nym says. The 
Bull, then, speculates upon a rise in stocks — the Bear upon a fall. 
But should the Bull get his horns entangled, or the Bear singe his 
paws, while he is endeavouring to make himself warm, he is forthwith 
transformed ; or, as Peter Quince currently reported of Bully Bottom, 
he is “translated” into one of your tame viUatic fowl; and a fowl, 
too, with an unhappy disqualification in one of its legs: in other 
words, he becomes “a lame duck.” Some, with more love of me- 
taphor than of ornithology, term him a waddler. Should any one be 
curious enough to wish to see either these Bulls, or these Bears, let 
him by no means enter their den in Capel Court, Bartholomew Lane. 
Lack of sedentary emplo3rment renders them sportive and frolicsome, 
and the prevailing humour pervades both old and yoimg. They are 
all wags of the first water — ^practical Joe Millers. If kicking a 
stranger's hat about the Exchange were pleasant badinage^ or unce- 
remoniously shouldering the intruder, were agreeable banter, they 
might pass for wits. As it is, they are great in physical repartee; 
full of animal spirits — manual Sheridans. But, if he will plant him- 
self near the west-end of Bank Buildings, he may see some of the 
lay-brothers of the establishment (who are not members of the Stock 
Exchange) rushing to consult the Consol-thermometer, hung forth at 
the house at the corner ; and if the financial Mercury be high or low, 
as the case may happen, he will hear the Bull roar, and the Bear 
growl, to his heart's content. 

Many is the luckless wight who has driven his hogs to this fine 
market. He has taken good care beforehand to soap their tails, and 
to put them upon their mettle; and it is astonishing how well they 
contrive to elude his fingers. The devil a bristle does he ever see of 
the herd again. For instance, there was Parsons, the button-maker, 
of Cannon Street, whom we knew well. Fortime had fayoured 
Parsons: that is to say, after thirty years* screwing and scraping, he 
had got together about ten thousand pounds. He thought of retire- 
ment, and Muswell Hill. The very place — the spot of all others, a 
terrestrial Paradise, without any fear of the serpent (the palings were 
too high for that) — had been chosen and approved, as he emphatically 
said, “at home.” In hapless hour. Parsons turned an eye — both 
eyes — to the Stock Market. 

Be it known, that Parsons had been for thirty years a locomotive 
dock that never required to be wound up. You might tell the hour 
by him, the minute: his outgoings and incomings, his risings and 
sittings, were invariable. But he now became volatile, transitive, 
discrepant — ^a breathing enigma. His wife — he himself endearingly 
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called her his “old woman” — could not make him out at all. 
“Drat the man! what was he after? running in and out, and out 
and in, like a dog in a dancing school. His top-story wanted repair ; 
he was damaged in the upper works!” And so it fell out. Cards 
will beat their makers. Fortune’s wheel revolves with more than 
railroad rapidity; and stocks will fluctuate, and people will never 
nick the right minute. “ Heigho! the wind and the rain.” The one 
fell upon, and the other whistled round, a very diflerent tenement 
(in which poor Parsons breathed his last) from the snug little villa at 
Muswell Hill. He died before the new act came into operation. 

And now it behoves us to furnish a brief account of the worthy 
gentleman whose “picture in little” lies before us. Gregory Grayson 
cannot, we believe, boast of an illustrious descent; and, if he could, 
we do not think he would be inclined to do so. His ancestor might 
have come in with the Conqueror, but, if he did, he came incog. 
The truth is, Grayson’s sire was a ticket-porter, and his mother 
cleaned out the office of old Perkins, the Stock-Broker, whose father 
had been swamped in the frightful burst of the South Sea Bubble. 
Old Perkins was wont to term it “Bubble and Squeak.” 

The unimpeachable manner in which young Gregory cleaned the 
shoes of Perkins, probably suggested to the latter that the lad might 
be made admirably fitted to step into them. He conceived an 
afiection for him, raised him to the stool, taught his young idea how to 
dabble ; and finally died, leaving him the whole of his property — no 
trifle. I’ll warrant you. Long before this last event took place, how- 
ever, Gregory Grayson had become an adept in the art and mystery 
of stock-broking, and so he went on, mending and improving, 

** ’Till old Experience did attain 
To something like prophetic strain.” 

He is now warm — very warm ; some call him red-hot. You might 
be fifty thousand out in a guess as to what he is worth, and name a 
high flgure too. 

Be so kind, good reader, as to cast your eye upon Gregory 
Grayson. He is said to bear some resemblance to Old Perkins. It 
has been whispered — originally in confidence, no doubt, or the 
thing would never have been so rife — that Perkins was really — no 
matter. The hat — do you mark the adjustment of it? — is a direct 
plagiarism fh)m his former master; the fnll is verg Perkins. But 
times are changed. Perkins existed in the upper part of a dark 
house in Birchin Lane, with a back view of the churchyard in which 
he lies, and spent his evenings at Toms’ Coffee House. Grayson 
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Hves in Woburn Place; gives, and goes out to, good dinners, and 
intends, no doubt, to rest his bones in one of the best vaults of the 
Bajswater Cemetery. We know he is a large shareholder in one 
of those recent memento mori specs. He facetiously designates his 
shares post obits* 

Who knows — Gregory Grayson is not the man to care if all the 
world knew — that he married the daughter of the laundress who 
brought home his linen every Saturday night, with a little mis-spelt 
bOl, receipted, it would seem, with a skewer? Mrs. Grayson once 
had personal requisites of no mean order, and is now as handsome 
as fifty-five will permit her to be ; and, really, she is very much of a 
lady; much more of it than many who have been bom, but appear 
never to have been bred, to it And the two Misses Grayson are, in 
our opinion, charming girls, who can talk of poetry and Bellini 
** Shakspere and the musical glasses,** as well as the best brace of 
Misses in the parish of Bloomsbury. They were once mistaken, in 
the dress circle, for the Honourable Misses Somebody; we forget the 
name, but we have heard the story told a hundred times in Woburn 
Place : it is a great favourite with Mrs. Grayson. 

It is more easy to exemplify the character of Gregory Grayson 
than to describe it. One morning, he was seated in his office, in 
Warnford Court, “doing a little bit of retrospective,** as his friend 
Larkins would have said, when that gentleman himself made his 
appearance. Mr. Larkins was one of those individuals who make it 
their business to attend to the business of other people, and whose 
pleasure it is to look upon everything as a joke. 

“ Caught you in a whitey-brown study, I see,** said he. 

“ Not at all,** replied Grayson. 

“ Have you heard anything about Tom Beccles ?’* asked the other. 

“ No. I have only this moment got here. What of him ?** 

“Oh! flown — gone — off! Ha! ha! how you look; gone without 
bidding any of us good-bye, I assure you,** 

Mr. Gh^yson ejected a piercing whistle : “ Who told you this ?’* 

“ Friend Bradbury,** said Larkins. “ Settling day to-morrow, 
you know, and it was far from Tom*8 wish to settle. As he can*t pay 
all the difference, he prefers paying none; ah! ah! But I guess, by 
tile length of your phiz, he has let you in — eh ? come, that*8 devilish 
good, *pon my honour;** and Larkins grinned with the zest of a man 
who knows he has a good thing all to himself. 

Ch’ay8on*8 &ce was certainly at a considerable discount, at this 
intelligence. “But Beccles has property?** he said, in a slightly 
impaired tone. 
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“All settled, it seems, upon his wife, some months since," said 
Larkins, coolly. “ Tom considers it a sacred duty to take care of his 
wife and family ; he has said as much, and so the devil a rap wiU be 
got out of him." 

“ The scoimdrel!" muttered Gregory. 

“ What*s the figure?" asked Larkins, with an air of indifference 
— “ to what tune?" 

“ About fifteen hundred — rather more," groaned Gregory, as he 
returned his book to his pocket, after ruefiiUy gazing at it for some 
minutes. 

“ Sweet — very sweet," remarked the other. “ Guess what the sly 
dog has done. Bradbury tells me he has lately discovered a dubious 
brother’s imaginary widow with a huge supposititious offspring, and 
has resuscitated a helpless grandmother to keep them company; so 
that, you see, he has claims upon him. A pity they didn’t turn up 
before he made so many bargains." 

“ I’ll learn more about this," said Grayson, snatching his hat firom 
the desk with unwonted fierceness. 

“ By the bye," said Larkins, taking his arm, “ I saw you looking 
at a play-bill yesterday." 

“ Yes, yes, I believe I did," replied Grayson impatiently ; 
“ my girls wish to see the new play at Covent Garden." 

“ You never bet, I think?" inquired his friend. 

“ Never!" 

“ Sometimes at whist," returned Larkins, “I have seen you. I’ll 
tell you what; I’ve taken fifty to thirty with Lightly, that ‘The 
Garden’ doesn’t do so well as ‘The Lane’ this season, if ‘The Lane’ 
gets the Cherokees, and concludes an engagement with the three 
White Elephants from Siam. Shakspeare can’t stand against the 
Cherokee War-dance, and the White Elephants. 

“D ’’ Gregory was about to say — “Shakspeare;" — but he 

checked |himself, and bestowed his malediction upon the Cherokees 
and the White Elephants, to be divided equally amongst them. 
“Good bye. I’m very busy now ;" and he hurried from his impertur- 
bable tormentor. 

Grayson had a large fund of philosophy, but unhappily, with 
mistaken generosity, he reserved the whole of it for the misfortunes of 
his fiiends, never drawing out the smallest portion of it for his own 
use. He was, so to speak, ‘in a devil of a way’ all the morning, 
and walked home, at four o’clock, with a particularly bad opinion of 
mankind in general, and of the individual bight Beccles, in parti- 
cular. The man at the crossing, in Bloomsbury Square, saw afar off* 
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that his accustomed half-pence would not be forthcoming on that 
day ; and the footman, when he descended to the kitchen, reported that 
the old chap had snapped his nose off in the passage, and muttered 
something about warning, and a place he knew of in Gower Street. 

“ No going to Brighton this winter, Mrs. Grayson,” cried Gre- 
gory, as he entered the drawing-room. 

“ My love !” exclaimed Mrs. Grayson. 

** My dear papa !” duetted the girls ; but there was something 
in the husband and father’s face, that told the three ladies it would 
be worse than useless to raise that question at present. 

It was not until the evening, in the drawing-room, that Gregory 
opened the case of “Grayson r. Beccles,” which he did in a speech 
more remarkable for its feeling than its brevity. The discussion 
upon it was scarcely concluded when Mr. Lightly was annoimced. 
The usual salutations having been gone through Mr. Lightly seated 
himself. 

“ I did not see you in the city to-day,” said Grayson. “Have 
you heard about Beccles ?” 

“ I have.” 

“ What do you think of him?” 

“ A man of the world.” 

Grayson thought this a deuced heartless speech, and gave a 
dissenting grunt. 

“When is Mrs. Lightly going to invite us to see the literary 
lion she spoke of?” inquired one of the girls. 

“ Did Mrs. Lightly tell you she had secured a literary lion ?” 
said Lightly; “ah! I remember, but he’s no lion, I assure you; no 
more like a lion, than a little trimmed French dog. Can I say a 
word to you in private ?” he added, turning to Grayson. 

“ Surely ;” and the old gentleman led the way to the dining-room. 

“ Settling day to-morrow,” said Lightly, with assumed calmness. 

“ What a collector of rare news you are !” cried Grayson, ironically. 

“ I have stranger news to communicate ; I shall be a defaulter.” 

“ Good God ! Lightly, you don’t say so ?” 

“ True as two farthings to a half-penny,” replied Lightly, shaking 
his head. “ Hang it, Grayson, it’s devilish hard too.” 

Ch’ayson was mute for some minutes. “ Wby do you come and 
tell me your misfortunes ?” he said, at length ; “ I’m not interested 
in the matter : nothing between us, I think ?” 

“ Nothing ; but you’ve been friendly to me, my dear fellow, and 
I felt I must unburden my mind to somebody. You won’t believe 
me, but, upon my soul, I hardly dare go home. Poor Emily !” _ 
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“ There it is,*’ cried Gregory, “you’re so sanguine and headstrong, 
Lightly. I’ve always told you so. You wouldn’t take my advice. 
You’ve got the money in your pocket before it comes out of the Mint. 
You’re as bad as poor Berners, who blew out his brains in ’25.” 

“ He !” cried Lightly ; “ no, not quite such a fool as Berners. 
Why, he’d plant an apple tree, and then, order the dough to be made 
for the dumplings.” 

“ And you,” retorted Grayson, “ would peel the apples when 
they were sowing the com : that’s all the difference. What’s your 
deficiency ?” 

“ Five thousand — rather more,” said Lightly. 

“ Um — awkward — ^very awkward. What do you mean to do ?” 

“ Oh ! 1 shall be able to make it up shortly, I dare say,” 

returned Lightly; “but, in the mean time, there’s the devil. I 
must sell the place at Clapham, cashier the servants — tiger included — 
and live low and fight low, until things come round.” 

“ Mrs. Lightly won’t much like that,” remarked Grayson. 

“ Mrs. Lightly won*t much like it,” answered the other ; “but I’ll 
tell you, Grayson, what Mrs. Lightly mil like, and does like — a man 
of honour, better than a rascal.” 

Grayson’s face underwent a slight convulsion. He motioned as 
though about to rise. 

“ By the bye, I’m detaining you,” cried Lightly ; “ I’ll bid you 
good night.” 

“ If you’ll call upon me,” said Grayson, “to-morrow morning at 
ten, you shall have a cheque for six thousand, and our settling day 
shall be. this day twelvemonths.” 

“Do you say so?” exclaimed Lightly, springing to his feet, and 
accomplishing a snap of the fingers, jthat made the wine-glasses ring 
upon the side-board. “ Hang me, if I don’t have a painting of you, 
Grayson ; you shall be drawn as the good Samaritan : Howard was a 
humbug to you and he turned upon his heel, and passed his hand 
across his eyes. 

“ I’m a great fool,” thought Gregory Grayson, as he walked up 
stairs, “but that, as Perkins used to say, comes by nature. Lost 
fifteen hundred odd by Beccles, and may lose six thousand by 
Lightly. No matter. The girls shall go to Brighton, this winter, 
notwithstanding. ” 

We saw Lightly, the other day, in his cab. He was in high 
spirits, and the tiger looked as formidable as ever. He repaid 
Grayson six weeks since. (This was told us in confidence.) 
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BY LEMAN REDE. 


Have you ever, reader, been present, either as principal, witness, or 
spectator, upon a Monday morning, when wliat are called the 
disorderly cases, at Bow Street, are heard? If you have, you must 
have noted the ambiguous manner in which most persons reply to 
the oft-mooted question — “Who are you?” Cobblers call themselves 
translators, ballad-bawiers dub themselves professionals, tailors are 
decorative artists, and the very porter of an agency office is 
“ a member of the legal profession.” Sickened at such affectations, 
I, Kit Mark, annoimce, boldly and unequivocally, that I am a 
Lawyer’s Clerk — aye, a Lawyer’s Clerk ; not one whose description 
requires the aggrandizing adjective “ articled,” but a Lawyer’s Clerk, 
in the seedy-coated, napless-hatted, sadly-shod sense of that word. 
My father having a stronger affection for Barclay and Perkins 
than for his family, was seldom at home ; so seldom, indeed, 
that though I was seven years old when he died, 1 scarcely 
missed him, and almost wondered when his widow wept. My 
mother kept a house, two stories high, in one of the desolate streetH 
in Somers Town. The first floor was let off to a family, and in the 
second-floor back, lived, or vegetated, Jeremiah Hobbs, a gentleman, 
(^c., as he delighted to describe himself. He was a steady man, 
and a good lodger; “ breakfasting” at home every morning at eight, 
departing at half-past, and letting himself in with a key at eleven at 
night. To him my mother revealed her wishes as regarded her first- 
born, and he undertook, on my behalf, to smooth the path that led 
to Law and Latin. His success in the latter was bounded by the 
fact, that he knew nothing of that language, save such phrases as he 
had gleaned from “ Impey’s Practice,” and the Sheriff’s Returns. 
After due probation, he announced to me that 1 might, on a certain 
day, meet and accompany him to the offices. I skip over the anxious 
preparations, the elaboration of the business of the toilet. The hour 
was twelve, and the rendezvous the corner of Chancery Lane, Fleet 
Street end. Of course, my anxious parent sent me forth as the 
clock struck ten, and as I ran from that imperium in imperioy Somers 
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Town, at the rate of, at least, eight miles an hour, I was in Fleet 
Street an hour and a half before my time. 

After gazing, imtil my brain whirled with wonder, at the floating 
capital of London, the endless riches of humanity with which it 
swarms, I crept into the Temple, to wile away the time. The dial 
(there were dials in those days, and are a few now) reproached me 
with its quaint “Begone about your business;” the calm gloom of 
the unornamented buildings, the massive structure of the church, the 
heavy dulness of the cloisters, with their inscriptions, which Hobbs^s 
lessons had not enabled me to construe, all weighed down my spirits, 
and the very slips of green — gardens, as they are called — breathed of 
melancholy: a foretaste of my destiny spread its shadow over my 
heart. Eleven, and the scene changed; certain doors, at the end of 
the King’s Bench Walk, opened as if by magic; men and boys were 
seen running with long strips of parchment in their hands, which 
said strips w'ere red at one end (for stamps on writs had not then 
been abolished); anxious-looking men went rapidly by me, their 
pockets stuffed with papers; all appeared busy, none happy. I re- 
turned to the place of rendezvous, and the clock struck twelve, as 
Hobbs reached the comer of the Lane. He led the way in mysterious 
silence to the King’s Bench Office, a dwarfish building at the end of 
the walk: there were certain mystic places, all on the groimd-floor, 
labelled, respectively, “The Signer of the Writs,” “The Judgment 
Ofl[ice,” (what a term!) “Clerk of the Declarations,” &c., &c. 
Against the wall, were placarded some hundreds of notices from 
young vipers, seeking to become attorneys during the term then next 
ensuing; these notices were mingled with offers from persons less 
happily situated, who desired to act as clerk, clerk and servant, &c., 
either to attorneys or barristers. Under the instructions of Hobbs, 
I filled up the sixth part of a sheet of draft-paper with an advertise- 
ment, in manner and form following, that is to say: — 


rttt). 
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Four wafers sufficed to attach this to the placard-covered walls ; 
and, having thus invited the world to profit by my exertions, 1 
returned home. That was a happy evening : Hobbs came (by in- 
vitation) at half-past eight, and loudly and learnedly held forth upon 
the law, and what it would ultimately do for a man. My poor mother, 
who knew nothing, and not quite that, saw visions of the woolsack, 
and her hopeful son upon it ; whilst my little fair-haired sister sat on 
a stool at my feet, with a sort of indefinite foreboding of evil, and a 
fear that her only playmate and protector was going from her. A week 
or two passed, my application was replied to ; and, after a long inter- 
view, I was installed as copying clerk in the office of Messrs. , 

at fifteen shillings per week. It was term time when I entered the 
law ; that term most sarcastically called ‘ Hilary.’ On a bleak January 
morning, 1 kissed my mother half-a-dozen, and little Jane half-a- 
hundred times, and went my way. The first day of servitude is a 
bitter one! 1 thought even the bemudded and snow-stained streets 
beautiful, for I was no longer to linger in them as of yore. I walked 
round, and up and down, the street in which I was to be immured 
some moments ere, in a fit of desperation, and as the clock struck 
nine, I rang the office-bell. I was the first comer, and stood alone 
for the first time in my life in the sanctum of the clerks. There were 
high desks for three ; high stools, covered with leather ; ledgers and 
day-books on the shelves ; a letter-rack, marked “ General,” “ Two- 
penny,” and “ Delivery,” on the mantel-piece. In curious recesses, 
marked with all the letters of the alphabet, were bundles of papers, 
labelled; and against the walls were ranged japanned tin boxes, on 
which were inscribed the names of noblemen, merchants, &c. &c., 
and which said boxes I subsequently found contained their deeds and 
papers. At each desk was a large pewter inkstand, and half-a-quire 
of blotting paper, technically termed a pad. I had scarcely taken my 
visual inventory, when the managing clerk arrived : he allotted me a 
place, and instantly set me to work. The matter put before me was 
a declaration, to be copied at length on lined brief paper for counsel. 
This interesting task employed me until two, when I was told to go 
to dinner, and return at four. I need not say witli what bounding 
steps 1 dashed homewards; the greeting, the unending questions, 
the hopes, the congratulations of my mother, I pass over. She was 
oveijoyed: but oh! the far-seeing simplicity of childhood. As I 
played my spare half-hour with little Jane, in the eight feet by 
twelve, cfdled the garden, she looked earnestly in my face, and cried 
“ Yon donH like Crmy.” She saw that the free-spirited boy had 
manacled himself, and the first cloud had come over the sunshine of 
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his life. 1 will not linger upon the sickening at mj task — the yearning 
for the green fields; the wistful glances at boys playing at “pri- 
soners’ base;” the less noble, but scarcely less anxious, desires for 
“fly the garter,” and “whoop.” Every week I worked for sixty 
hours, obtaining a remuneration of three-pence per hour, and pro- 
ducing on an average eight folios in each, for which my employer 
received two shillings and eight-pence. This discrepancy between 
the charge of the master and the pay of the labourer, gives birth to 
the dissatisfaction that englooms the working classes. Supposing my 
work to have regularly amounted to what I have named, the week’s 
account stands thus: — 

Attorney. Attonie3r*B Clerk. 

480 folios, at 4d. per folio . . £8 0 0 ... £0 15 0 

Having thus described my initiation, let me leave that barren 
subject self, and describe my fellow-labourers : of my employers I say 
nothing ; they were of the law — lawyers ; ’tis with their dependants 
only that I have to do. 

THE MANAGING CLERK 

Was forty-six, but looked sixty-four. His head was small and shri- 
velled, his hair a light pepper-and-salt colour; his white neckcloth 
appeared as if it had been washed in camomile tea ; he had a black 
coat, rapidly becoming brown ; grey pantaloons, and black gaiters ; and 
always wore a crape on his hat, though nobody ever heard of his having 
or losing a relative. The four terms were to him the four seasons ; 
Hilary — his Spring, Easter — his Summer, Trinity — his Autumn, and 
Michaelmas — his Winter. He had never read any book but a law 
book since he left off studying “ Vyse on Spelling;” and if he read a 
newspaper, it was that interesting portion] headed Nisi Prius. His 
knowledge of the fine arts was confined to the pictures of the judges 
in the Court of Chancery ; and he went to the play but once, at half- 
price, attracted by the trial scene in “ The Merchant of Venice,” 
and “ Love, Law, and Physic.” 

Joe Grainger loved his profession with a true devotion; he saw a 
beauty incomparable in a declaration, and was in extacies at a special 
plea : with what a chuckle of delight would he receive a rule for leave 
to plead several matters ; what a delicious prospect^ of complication 
did it open to him — ^he dreamt of the replications ! Joseph had no 
notion of any promenade save that from the oflSce to the Inner 
Temple, or the Courts of Law ; no idea of paying any visit but to the 
counsel retained for his client. His walk was a cross between a jvunp. 
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run, and shuffle. He had his jests too : mirthful was he regarding 
such pleasant things as follow. One Salter (who was more devoted 
to pleasure than pleading) had attempted to serve a notice on another 
attorney ; but, that gentleman being from home, he had, as was the 
custom, afflxed the said notice to the door of his dwelling, but, in 
the hurry of the moment, pasted it up with the written side to the 
wall. Here was a knotty point for the judges ; the law never anti- 
cipated such a question ; it demanded only that the notice be afflxed, 
and, unlike the parents of Billy Lackaday, never intimated which 
side upwards. Another exquisite piece of drollery, pieced with per- 
jury, threw him into convidsions, even the thousand and twentieth 
time of its narration. Mr. C — brought a demand of plea, when the 
opposite attorney was out, and put it, through the interstice of the 
door, into the letter-box, but instantly took it out again. He then 
signed judgment in default of a plea, and when it was attempted to 
set this judgment aside, he very coolly swore “he had duly served 
the notice by putting it into the letter-box of defendant’s attorney.” 
“ He wasn’t obliged to swear that he left it there^^* added Grainger, 
with a scream of delight. 

Alas! how fragile is the foundation of human bliss. Grainger, 
dead as he was to the frscination of beauty, might have been deemed 
above the malice of fortune : but no! Lord Brougham and Yaux 
robbed him of his first — ^last — only — love. That versatile nobleman 
was the projector of a scheme by which pleadings were shorn of their 
amplitude ; declarations, gorgeous in lengthened counts for work and 
labour done, performed, and bestowed; money had, received, laid 
out, and expended, with the unfailing peroration of the count ’yclept 
competasset; these were all swept away by the ruthless innovator. 
Pleadings were no longer prolix, and began to bear some distant 
resemblance to common sense. The day dream of Joseph Grainger’s 
life was done, it had no further change ; his gentle spirit was unfitted 
to wrestle with calamity: grief preyed upon him, “his nose was as 
sharp as a pen, and ’a babbled of” the pleas of old : he died of a broken 
heart, and left behind him several unfinished works, which would 
prove, if Mr. Bentley would publish them, an interesting addition to 
the light literature of the day ; amid these, were : — 

“A Concordance of the Statutes at large;” 

“ A Digest of Coke upon Lyttleton;” 

• And, (in 108 volumes,) “Desultory Thoughts occasioned by 
reading the Term Reports.” 
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THE COMMON LAW CLERK. 

Bob Watkins was a very different person; he sported blue silk 
cravats, wore a claret-coloured coat, and affected fashion: he had an 
uncle, a tally-man; and, by sueing that gentleman’s unfortimate 

debtors, got the means of outshining all the rest of Messrs. ’s 

establishment. Bob stood five feet, three inches, and-a-half, but 
vowed he was five feet, six: his legal attainments did not extend 
beyond knowing the offices, but he had a jaunty air that carried him 
through. For Bob, the managing clerk had a supreme contempt; 
which, it is but justice to observe, was repaid with liberal interest. 
But, if Mr. Watkins shone not in the office, he was somebody out of 
it ; he quizzed the little old fellow at the Common Bails, and was on 
terms of intimacy with the Bill of Middlesex Office.* There were 
certain junior counsel too, whom he really patronized, for he had the 
disposal of the half-guinea motions; and it has been whispered that 
more than one gentleman, now enjoying considerable celebrity, 
consented then to share that smallest of all counsels’ fees, with the 
common law clerk: be that as it may, Bob drank his stout at “The 
Cock,” and ate oysters at “The Rainbow.” Soon after eleven, each 
day, he left the office, and bent his steps towards the Temple, return- 
ing in time to advise the various country attorneys how his portions of 
their business progressed. At six, he generally left the office to 
return no more that evening. Then did he really begin to live: 
dulcet was he at “ The King’s Arms,” warmly was he welcomed at 
“The Conduit,” and greeted at “ The Eagle :” he sang all the popular 
songs, with the roulades and divisions invented by Mr. J. Braham; 
and so impartial was Robert, that he invariably introduced them into 
whatever he sang, whether “Paddy Carey,” “The Death of Nelson,” 
or “Love’s Young Dream.” Bob had some little flirtations with 
certain ladies who wear light blue dresses, and sing at Bagnigge 
Wells, under the title of professionals: but it was as chairman of a 
“Free and Easy” that he was really in his element. There, oratory 
was blended with music ; he not only sung but spoke ; and every other 
fortnight, on the health of the Chairman being proposed, with three 
times three. Bob would dash his pipe down with an earnestness that 
might be taken either for gratitude or indignation, place his right 
hand half way down his left side, comb his hair with the fingers of 

• The reader will remember that I write of by-gone times. These offices now 
rejoiee in other appellations. 
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his Inboard fin, draw one of his digits to and fro beneath his nasal 
promontOTj, and assure the company that *Hhat was the proudest mo- 
ment of his life.” Watkins could be chatty on matters theatrical, and 
spoke unreservedly of Ned Kean, Jack Harley, Billy Blanchard, and 
Charley Kemble; coughed peculiarly when Madame Vestris was 
named ; and at the mention of ladies in genera], that had obtained 
notoriety as well as fame, would hint, with a shrug, that in his pro- 
fession he had opportunities of seeing some very strange scenes; he 
would then button his coat tight, and look round upon the company 
as if he really meant something, upon which, strange to say, the 
company responded with a look indicative of understanding what he 
meant; then, Mr. Watkins took up his glass, gave an oft-repeated 
toast, and started either another subject or another lady. 

During his visitations to those concerts (!), where both sexes 
assemble, and sentiment and cigars, rum and rapture, lemonade and 
love songs, are jumbled antithetically, he warbled himself into the 
good graces of a lady who might, or might not be forty, who had 
formerly figured as a bar-maid, and had been wooed and won by her 
master, whom she married and buried, according to a custom so old 
that as to “the time thereof the memory of man is not to the con- 
trary.” The common law clerk is now a licensed victualler : he 
issues executions against other people’s goods every morning, and 
takes his own chair every night. He cracks some admirable jokes, 
about his lady loving a lawyer, because she was brought up to the 
bar herself; and when his customers follow up the pun, by asking 
some one to show cause why they should not have another glass of 
grc^, he assumes the tone and manner of Justice Park, and exclaims, 
“ Take a rule.” 

Here let me indulge awhile in the egotism of autobiography; for 
’t is of myself I speak, as 

THE COPYING CLERK. 

Reader, if you glance at the spirited likeness presented to you by 
the artist, you will find that I am not what the world calls handsome : 
yet, I say it under the mask of pen, ink, and paper, “ there is 
some^ing about me exceedingly interesting.” I have not put before 
you a sketch which was taken of me in my nonage, in blue, green, 
and yellow, on a sheet of foolscap; no! I present you with Kit 
Mark, matured to manhood ; when the dreary drudgery of my 
unchanging task had done its work upon me. Nine never struck 
but my hand uplifted the knocker. After stirring the fire that did’nt 
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want stirring, and doing the hundred and one things that a man does 
to avoid commencing a hateful task, I stripped off my street, and 
moimted my office-coat, (a copying clerk wears out six sleeves to one 
coat, a garmental fact that should be more extensively known,) I 
pounced my parchment, for the skin is even in its prepared state 
unctuous with the relics of mutton-ity, (this isn’t English, but I can’t 
help it,) and commenced lease, release, roll, or record. 

“ Next day ’twas the same, and the next, and the next !” 

The blood stagnated within me; I was rapidly becoming a mere 
thing of pen and fingers -a producing power — a copying-machine. 
In a happy hour I met a few youths stage-struck, or moon- 
struck: nightly did I ponder over Pierre, or do havoc upon 
Hamlet; at last, by a desperate economy, I saved enough to 
purchase a character at a private theatre, and appeared as the Fifth 
Robber, in “The Iron Chest;” the onerous duties of which consist in 
saying nothing, whilst the other gentlemen say the rest. My success 
was perfectly unequivocal, for I was neither hissed nor pelted. I then 
assiduously applied myself to comic singing, and as I am allowed to 
have the faculty of making faces, horribly hideous, I am generally 
admitted to possess great comic powers. When the daily task is over, 
I repair to “The Pickled Egg,” “The Pig and Thimderbolt,” or 
“The Cow and Compasses,” their respective landlords allowing me 
eighteen-pence, and a glass of rum and water, for the pleasure of my 
company, and the exercise of my capabilities. My mother, who took 
ill from disappointment at my not becoming attorney-general at least, 
has left this world for a better. Jane (with whom I quarrelled 
because she fell in love with a journeyman carpenter) is in Canada, 
where her husband’s industry (for she married Chisel after aU) has 
made his fortune. I find myself every day growing older and poorer ; 
I have every now and then odd twinges of rheumatism in my hands, 
and my eye-sight is impaired; these are sad things where a man’s 
eyes and hands are his fortime. I have been in the law a quarter 
of a century, during which I have been employed seventy-seven 
thousand and five hundred hours, pent in a dark office, copying the 
senseless absurdities called law-proceedings. Transportation and 
imprisonment must be comparative luxuries. I have not — I never 
had — a hope. Unless incapacitated by illness, and driven to a work- 
house, I must, after all my labour, die as I have lived — a Lawyer’s 
Clerk. 
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THE ^^LION” OF A PARTY. 


EDITED BT HENRY BROWNRIOO, E8Q. 


A SUBTLE Italian, no less a man tlian the Count Pecehio, has called 
London “ the grave of great reputations.” In simple, prosaic phrase, 
this our glorious metropolis is — a vast cemetery for ** Lions !” They 
are whelped every season ; and, frail and evanescent as buttercups, 
they every season die : that is, they do not die body and bones, but 
have a most fisital cutaneous and depilatory disorder — a mortality that 
goes skin-deep, and little more — a disease that strips them of their 
hide, and tail, and mane ; yea, that makes the veiy “ Lions” that, but 
a few months since, shook whole coteries with the thunder of their 
voices, roar as “ gently as any sucking-doves.” The ferocious dignity 
of the “ Lion ” in fine [condition — the grimness of his smile — the 
lashing might of his muscular tail — all the grand and terrible attri- 
butes of the leonine nature, pass away with the season — ^he is no longer 
a thing of wonder, a marvellously-gifted creature, at which 

“ the boldest hold their breath, 

For a time,” 

but a mere biped — simply, a human animal — a man, and nothing 
more ! He walks and talks imwatched amid a crowd ; and spinsters 
who, but a year before, would have scarcely suppressed “ a short, 
shriU shriek ” at his approach, let him pass with an easy and familiar 
nod — it may be, even with a nod of patronage ; or, if it happen that 
they remember his merits of the past season, they speak of them with 
the same philosophical coldness with which they would touch upon the 
tails and ears of a long-departed spaniel. 

It is a sad thing for a “ Lion ” to outlive his majesty ; to survive 
his nobler attributes, — ^it may be, lost to him in the very prime of life, 
thus leaving him bereft of all life’s graces. And yet, how many men 
— “ Lions” once, with fiowing manes, and tails of wondrous length and 
strength — have almost survived even the recollection of their leonine 
greatness, and, conforming to the meekness and sobriety of tame 
humanity, might pass for nobodies. 

£ 
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Being desirous of furnishing the reader with the most full and 
particular account of the growth and death of the “ Lion’’ of a Party, 
from the earliest appearance of his mane — from the first note of pro- 
missory thunder in his voice — carrying him through the affecting 
glories of his too short triumph, until every hair fell from his sinewy 
neck, his voice broke, and his tail — a thing that had been admired 
by countesses — was thin, and limp as any thread-paper : being, 
indeed, most anxious to lay before the reader a truly philosophical 
account of the emotions of the ** Lion,” varying with his rise and fall, 
we wrote a letter, explanatory of our object, to a gentleman — now a 
clergyman, late a **Lion” — in every way qualified to instruct and 
delight the reader on the important theme ; and beg leave, on the 
part of our subscribers and ourselves, to acknowledge the ^)irit of 
courtesy and promptitude manifested in the subjoined cmnmunica- 
tion — as we conceive, the very model of an epistle, albeit the pub- 
lisher has his own opinion on the style of its conclusion : — 


TO THE EDITOR OF BEADS OP THE PEOPLE.” 

Satansfield, Not. 6 , 1838 . 

Mr. Editor — In reply to your fiattering communication, I have 
to announce to you my readiness to serve you, and instruct your very 
numerous readers, on the terms herein subscribed; and shall, of 
course, consider the insertion of this letter in your inestimable publi- 
cation — (I have not yet seen the first number, it having, unluckily, 
fallen into the hands of Lambskin, a most respectable attorney of this 
village, who, in a fit of indignation, consigned it to the fiames, for, as 
he said, ** the unprovoked, unprincipled, and atrocious libel contained 
in * The Lawyer’s Clerk,’ on a profession involving the dearest 
interests of mankind — a profession that, &c. &c, &c.”) — I shall, I 
say, consider the insertion of this letter as an acquiescence in what 
I trust will appear a very trifiing remuneration, which, as the money 
is to he expended on charitable objectSf it will^ I trusty he forwarded to 
me as above without one minute's delay J* 

• We may be wrong ; our memory may deceive us ; bat when we were sub- 
lub-Bub-editor to “ The Oimcrack,” the frahionable annual, which admitted no 
contributor under the rank of baronet, we think — ^we are pretty sure— we could 
almost swear — nay, we are ready to take our oath — ^that we have seen, generally 
in the form of postscript, the very words put in emphatic italic by our contri- 
butor from Satansfield, in the maiden’s- blush notes, of at least three of the 
nobility — the literary props and jewels of “ The Oimcrack.” It may be charged 
against us, that we have in our notice of this strange coincidence, shewn ourselves 
ungratefiil to our late employers ; who, in the very dead time of winter, with 
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To begin my history : — 

I have been a “ Lion ; ” have been taken “ among ladies” — ^have 
** aggravated my voice ” — have had my mane curled — ^my tail-knot 
decorated — my hide made sleek — ^my teeth filed — ^my nails sharpened 
— and have stood amidst a “ party” as stands the portrait — (with a 
proof of which you have kindly favoured me) — to these my confessions. 

Never shall I forget my sensations as I gradually changed from 
nobody to somebody — firom mere John Nokes, to ** Nokes, the author 
of 1” 

How 1 rejoiced at the loss of “ Mr. ! ” I was Nokes ! ” In 
simple and expressive oneness — Nokes ! ” I no longer owed any- 
thing to the courtesy of life — ^to the cheap civilities of society — I 
had sloughed the common title bestowed on the ** great vulgar and 
the small,” and was purely and greatly ** Nokes.” 

“ Shakspeare,” “ Dryden,” “ Pope,” “ Nokes I ” 

I was astounded at the discoveries of my admirers. I found by 

an the reviews, that ** I had the grace, the vigour, of ^ without the 

coarseness of ; ” — “ the imagination of , but with no touch 

of the profanity of — ; ” that “ though had succeeded in 

depicting certain emotions, not even he,' no, not even , with all 

his genius, had fiown so high a flight as the inimitable Nokes.” 
When reviewers enter into a conspiracy of praise, they do their work, 
it must be owned, most handsomely ; in one little six months 

** I had a ‘ Lion’s * mouth, with all my tail complete.” 

In no leas than eight reviews did I peruse these heart-delighting 
words, hanging like a golden fringe to the end of a satin-smooth 
yard of criticism. No library can be considered complete without 
it,” IT — the book — MY book — the book of Nokes ! What a sublime 
thought is this ! and being so sublime, what a pity it is, that it is 
made so cheap I Happily for my enjoyments, I was then unconscious 
of its frequent application, and was therefore possessed and elevated 
by the comprehensiveness of the compliment, that made me—Nokes 
— essential to the refinement of generations present and to come ! 

“ No library can be considered complete without IT 1 ” 

coals at one-and-ten-pence per bushel, turned us off, and only for not knowing 
that Sir Mufflehead Bogby was an Irish knight, and not au English baronet ; as, 
when we had given out “ his copy ” — a very sweet little poem to a ” London 
Sparrow” — to be printed next to the Countess of Dewlap’s ” Thoughts in an 
Opera- Box;” we had, in our limited knowledge of the baronetcy verily believed. 
And for Uiis trifling mistake we were turned away, when coals — but an honest 
sense of pride, and manly independence, makes us dumb. — E d. 
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The Bodleian, wanting me, would be little more than a place 
for lumber — -the library of the British Museum, an undigested mass 
of printed papbr — in a word, every library on the face of the earth, 
with Nokes absent from its shelves, would cease to be, what Cicero 
has called it — the “ soul of a house ; ” and must henceforth be con- 
sidered a chaos of words and sentences. 

There was, I repeat it, a conspiracy among the reviewers to lift 
me high, only to make my fall the greater. With a refinement of 
cruelty, they evidently bound themselves one to another, to face it out 
to all the world, that until Nokes arose, the world was in comparative 
darkness, but being risen, there was light indeed ! From the mo- 
ment that my roarings were first acknowledged, aU men shrunk and 
dwindled ; their brains lost “ their cunning their books — written 
o’er and o’er with golden sentences; made beautiful with glowing 
scenes of life ; consecrated against the tooth of time by the noblest 
wisdom, and the deepest truth (for all these pretty things had been 
said and printed of them); were, when I drew my grey-goose 
Hudson, made as “ nought.” I dipped my pen in ink, and lo ! the 
pages of all other men, from that moment, became blank paper. I 
nibbed my quill, and a hundred literary throats had mortal gashes ! 

Nor was this sufficient. It was not enough that all other men 
were slain, that I might sit upon a throne of carcases ; but the dead — 
the illustrious dead, as I had heard them called — ^were dragged from 
their tombs, and stripped of their winding-sheets to make my robes 
more ample. I was crowned the King of Foolscap and the Lord of Ink ! 

Years have elapsed since I felt the glow — the delirium of my 
new-born fiune. I write this “ a wiser and a sadder man ;” but 
remembering, as I do, the “ Nokes ” mania — I had published a poem in 
quarto, on — (but it matters not) — recollecting the furor Nokesius ” 
that — brought about by the confederacy of reviewers — afflicted the 
town, I am convinced — and I write this upon due deliberation, my 
mind happily raised above such vain distinctions, possessed, as it at 
present is, by domestic affections, the care of a tolerably large 
family, two cows, and a flock of geese — I am convinced that had I in 
my days of literary glory condescended to the meanness of publishing 
as my own composition — giving to the world as the bright-haired child 
of my own brain — the very beautiful, and, by the way, too much 
neglected old English ballad of “ Nancy Dawson,” I should not have 
stood in need of benevolent critics, who would have gone up to their 
very elbows in ink, to make the ballad mine ; and, in despite of the 
production of the original, have sneered it down as a contemptible 
slander, a venomous invention, the malignity of which was happily 
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its own antidote. — Whilst, as a reinforcement, other generous critics 
would have risen up, and descanting on the graphic originality of 
my ballad, have advised — and in words not to be mistaken — 
** Shakspeare and Milton to look to their laurels ! *’ Maturely con- 
sidering the indulgence shown to me, can I think otherwise? 
Was I not eulogised as the first poet who, seeking into the hidden 
recesses of resemblances, had likened a ** virgin** to an ** ungathered 
flower ? ** Was I not smeared from the crown of my head to the 
sole of my foot with honey, for the simile of “ life *’ and “ a river ?** 
Had any man — it was triumphantly asked — had any poet (and it 
only evinced the various and sublime capabilities of poetry, observed 
the reviewer, that so many thousand years had passed, and that so 
beautifiil, and yet withal so palpable an emanation of true poesy had 
been reserved for the present day) had any poet struck out so 
touching, so original a thought ? 

I swallowed this — every word of it ; and every syllable did me, 
as I thought, a world of good. I fatten^ upon incense — grew cor- 
pulent upon musk. The evil hour came. 1 was put into a room in 
a party, with another poet, as Brummell would have said, ** damp 
from the wet sheets of the press ;** I caught cold — ^feU into a rapid 
consumption — and was, in six months, typographically dead. I have 
dwelt thus long upon the cruel eulogies bestowed upon me by a 
brotherhood — a sworn band of critics — that the reader may judge me 
with charity, when shaking my mane, shewing my teeth, and twisting 
my tail at the hundred parties, whereof I was the principal attrac- 
tion ; or, in more familiar phrase — the “ Lion ! ** What an atmos- 
phere of joy I breathed ! I stood and moved with five hundred lovely 
eyes upon my tail ; and, wherever I turned my head, I beheld smiles, 
and now and then heard sighs that — ^but, no I I am now a married man. 

How the women would flutter, and smile, and blush as I 
approached ! how would they drink my words as they were honey- 
dew ; how, with downcast eyes and hesitating lips, would they ven- 
ture to praise my “ divine poem ; ** and then — how would they bind 
me in a solemn promise “ to write something — if only a line** in 
their albums ! 

Was it possible for a mere **Lion** to endure these blandishments 
with no change of head or heart ? Was it possible to hear myself 
quoted — and by such lips — and remain nothing more than Nokes ? 
To be assured that my lines were inevitably to the end of the world 
household things — creatures that would perish only with the language 
— to be told that poetry had ** received a diviner form, a higher 
influence — ^was destined to work a mightier change in the social habits 
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of a people than cdnld have eyer been predieted for it, and all linoe 
tile appearance of Nokes ! ** Now, such were the precise words — for 
they sank indelibly into my heart — conveyed tO me at “ a party,” by 
a tall gentleman in a blood-coloured satin waistcoat, embelUshed with 
gold caterpillars, who having hunted me into a comer, and delivered 
himself of the above opinion, immediately put his card into my hand, 
and tried, but could not express the seUse of honour he should feel, 
if I Would but condescend to sit to him for Somerset House ! Now, 
the painter with the gold caterpillars was the tenth artist who, on the 
evening in question^ had flattered me by a like request. Eight I 
had already promised, and— 

And here I feel it due to Mildpen — (by the way, he had never 
been a ** Lion,” though he tried hard for the dignity ; but some- 
how, when he strove to roar, he could rise to nothing better than 
whistling ; and for mane and tail, they would not come kindly, do 
what he might) — I feel it due to Mildpen to state that it was he who 
saved me from the ninth promise ; for I caught his benevolent eye, 
and saw his expressive mouth, and I civilly refused ; Mildpen con- 
gratulated me on my escape ; assuring me that the man was ** a 
vulgar dog — a pot-house artist — a fellow who knew nothing of 
socfefy, as he piqued himself on the stem reality of hb likenesses, 
never putting a single spoonful of sugar into hb colours, but 
painting authors just as they were. Now, in the hands of Honey- 
bmsh^the gold-caterpillar artist — ^you are safe ; he, depend upon it, 
will treat you like a gentleman.” With thb assurance, I sat to 
Honeybrush ; and am bound to say that he turned me out of hand in 
a very satisfactory condition. He painted me with a military cloak 
slipping off my shoulders — most literary lions were then painted in 
military cloaks, as if at their lebure hours they were majors of ca- 
valry — my hand, with ten rings upon it, supporting my head — my 
forehead an enormous piece of white paint, and my eyes fixed upon a 
star, poetically placed in the corner of the picture within an inch of 
the frame. I was seated on a rock, with a very handsome inkstand 
beside me, and my right hand grasping, as if in a spasm of inspiration, 
an eagle’s feather ! Altogether I made a very pretty show ; though 
a contemptible critic — after my leonine death — declared the picture 
to be an ingenious mixture of the teraph and the man-milliner. 

It would, probably, Mr. Editor, lead me beyond your prescribed 
limits, were 1 to touch upon all the portraits painted of me in my 
roaring state. It may be sufficient for me to observe, that the 
artists have caught me in every possible variety of attitude and expres- 
sion : cross-legged — leaning — sprawling — with arms fdded, and anus 
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a-kimbo — eontemplatiivo — smiling — sneering, and for the admirers 
of the subMme and dignified, according to Drjden-^ 

** I looked a * Lion* with a gloomy stare. 

And o'er my forehead himg my matted hair !** 

This last portrait, I am happy to state, was hung so high, and in so 
dark a comer, that very few ladies knew of its existence.* 

However, to quit the pictorial theme, which I resign with renewed 
acknowledgments of the kindness of Mildpen, a really fine fellow — 
at the present moment, I am told, editing “ The Weekly Thunderbolt” 
in Penzance — an excellent fellow, for it was he, who on our return 
from a party in Fitzroy Square, in a moment of high excitement, 
pointed out to me the shop (the only shop in London) in Totten- 
ham Court Road, where white kid gloves were cleaned at only three- 
pence per pair ; white kid gloves being, in my days, a more exclusive 
wear than at present ; a most expensive article of dress too, for mere 
Hterary “ Lions,” for I know not how others have suffered, but I never 
took mine off at any party, that I did not lose at least one of them.f 
I have endeavoured to describe my sensations as my leonine 
nature came upon me : I have now — and 1 shall as briefly as pos- 
sible touch upon the distressing theme— to speak of my feelings as I 
again felt myself failing back to mere man. My fate is, however, the 
fiite of all “ Lions.” 

I was in the strength of my reputation, when Buggins, the great 
poet and romance-writer, arose. 

" We met^’twaf in a crowd ; ” 

but 1 saw the women hanging round him — all the ten artists, nine d 
whom had done me, watching him to eatoh him for “Somerset 
House ” — a fashionable publisher (turning his back to me) glaring at 

* Should Mrs. Nokes wish to possess this painting, we are happy to inform 
her, that it is now on sale dog-cheap, at the left-hand comer shop of Broker's 
Row, Hanover Street, Long Acre ; we saw it only yesterday. — £d. 

t Mr. Nokes will regret to hear that the worthy individual who kept this most 
convenient establishment — we knew it well — ^has since been banl^pt Mr. 
Nokes alludes to his losses of kid gloves whilst a “ Lion ; " in the simplicity and 
ingenuousness of his nature, he is apparently ignorant of an astonishing but withal 
complimentary fact The truth is, let a ‘*Lion** of a Party only unglove him- 
self and the women — we have ^n them do it — steal the kids. The pretty en- 
thusiasts wUi have a relic of ** the wonderful creature," and thus commit a theft, 
which even the sufferer must, as we have observed, allow to be very complimentary. 
How courageous are women when they really admire ! To seise a piece of kid 
from the very paws of a ** Lion." — £o. 
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Buggins, as if he would have looked into his very bowels for “ copy,” 
— ^and two editors of rival magazines (their backs to me) smiling 
graciously on what I felt to be the “ Lion” of the night. 

I retired early from the scene ; and never — never shall I forget 
the cool insolence with which one of my former worshippers, a beau- 
tiful girl, who had already appeared in one of the handsomest of the 
annuals, met me retreating to the door, and with her eye on Buggins, 
and half-turning her back to me, she cried “ What! going? good-bye.” 

I went home, suspecting, nay more than suspecting, my fallen 
condition. The fact, however, was put beyond a doubt, when in the 
next number of “ The Annihilator,” I read the following passage — 
a passage taken from fifty eulogies redolent of incense. The words 
were as follows ; — 

“ To say that Buggins has risen beyond all former poets in the 
portraiture of men and things is to say nothing ; as he has surpassed 
all men, so will no man ever surpass him. In a word, he has all the 
grandeur (and ten times more) of Nokes, without one particle of his 
weakness I ” 

That “ without ! ” My fate was sealed ; from that moment my 
mane came ofif by handsfiiU ! 

The “ weakness of Nokes I” I who had been quoted — lauded for 
energy — superhuman power — but it matters not ; had I malice, the 
evil passion would be more than satisfied, for in a year or two after- 
wards, I perceived in “ The Annihilator,” the following gratifying 
intelligence : — 

“ For Slopskin — t)ie new star that has risen in the firmament of 
literature — it may be truly said of him, that he has more than all 
the vigour of Buggins, without his poverty of expression.” 

And what is Slopskin now? No “ Lion,” but Bottom the weaver. 
Another “ Lion ” came with a “without” a something of Slopskin, 
and lo ! Slopskin is now mere mortal man. 

I retired from London in disgust; having, however, had the 
satisfaction of seeing myself bound in sheep for the use of schools — 
went to college — entered the church, and here I am in the parish of 
Satansfield, on the limited income of two hundred pounds per annum, 
house-rent, coals, and candles, included ; no “ Lion,” but an un- 
shaken pillar of Protestant ascendancy, — please to direct Mr. Tyas 
to immediately forward me the thirty poimds for this article, and 
believe me yours, truly and affectionately, 

John Nokes. 

We will add nothing to the “ confessions” of the late “ Lion :” — 
they shaU stand unmixed “ with baser matter.” 
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BT PAUL PRENDEROASr. 


Enter abruptly on the scene — (the lobby of the Anatomical 

Theatre, Hospital) — the subject of our present sketch : a 

young gentleman, of about five feet eight inches in height, with dull 
darkish eyes, and eyebrows to match^ — interlacing over the root of 
the nose, the last-mentioned feature being large, long, and fieshy, 
and in excellent keeping with a couple of thick projecting lips. The 
complexion is a kind of smoky tallow ; the forehead ia narrow and 
sloping, but the contour of the rest of the head is concealed by a 
four-and-ninepenny gossamer, with a very narrow brim and sundry 
indentations in front, worn sideways in the most approved fashion of 
billiard-room frequenters, and visitors of night-houses. A black 
neckerchief, tied a la Ben Braces a very high and not very clean 
shirt-collar, a rough Flushing jacket garnished with broad black 
bone buttons, a very long waistcoat of a shawl pattern, and blue 
shaggy troUsers splashed with mud at their terminations, complete the 
costume. The tout-ensemble forms an illustration of “ December 
fikshions for Gentlemen,” as modified in the person of a probationary 
guardian of the public health “ in statu pupillari,” — that is, in thd 
course of ** walking the Hospitals ; ” a species of discipline which is 
strongly analogous to what is termed in some establishments for thd 
reformation of offenders, “ unproductive labour.” The parallel, 
indeed, between this system and that pursued at a certain Institutioii 
in the suburban retirement of Brixton, is remarkably close, as regards 
the advantages of each, both to the individual and to society. The 
hands of this member of the ** Heads of the People” (and tailA 
of his profession) are lodged in the wide pockets appertaining to hiA 
hirsute outer garment ; and under the left arm is carried a greasy 
octavo volume, the lids of which have been marbled in the process of 
binding, and stained in the pursuit of knowledge. But it is time that 
our head (like Friar Bacon's, *t is a brazen one) should speaks 
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“ Va-rie-ty ! — Hallo ! Bill, how did you get home last night? 

You’re looking seedy this morning, you are ; 
but what made you bolt so soon ? You should 
have stopped, man, and heard ‘ The Little 
Pigs it was given in regular bang-up style, 1 can tell you — un- 
common gentlemanly chap the bass singer, when you come to know 
him — came out afterwards in ‘ The Wolf ; * my eye ! what a voice 
he has ; shouldn’t I like to walk into his larynx ! Then there was 
that little girl with the blue bonnet and white feather — you know. 
Bill — eh ? — she flared-up like bricks in ‘ The Last Rose of Summer.* 
Well, after that, Jim and I felt rather queer, so we had a Welsh 
rabbit, a pint of stout a-piece, and two goes of whiskey ; and here I 
am this morning, as fresh as a daisy, my tulip ! I think 1 want 
some stimulus though. Come, as I say, what’ll you have; let’s send 
to Billy Barlow’s for some half-and-half — I *11 toss you for it, if you 
like. Have a cigar ? Deuced pretty girl where I bought ’em — 
promised to go with me to ‘ The Eagle * to-morrow — that *s the ticket, 
an’t it ? Why, there goes nine ! Shan’t you go in to a demonstration ; 
Slogo gives the * Reflections of the Peritoneum ’ this morning, and 
I ’ve got an abdomen in : not one of the branches of the coeliac have 
I made out yet, and the * stiff ’un ’s’ to be turned to-morrow. Come 
along,” — (Exeunt Arcades.) 

In a large circular theatre, covered with a dome, and surrounded 
for one-third of its height (excepting the small space required for the 
performance) by benches rising one above the other on an inclined 
plane, are seated an audience of about two hundred, presenting a 
great variety both as to physiognomy and costume. Opposite to 
them stands a large table covered with a linen cloth, from beneath 
which a pair of legs and arms are seen protruding. Behind the 
table there hangs a board, whereon are displayed telegraphed illus- 
trations of divers interesting peculiarities of the human frame. On 
one side of this piece of scenery a skeleton dangles from a kind of 
single-posted gibbet ; on the other, there is a door for the entrance of 
the lecturer. A gallery runs round the upper part of the Theatre, 
and the whole is surmounted by a sky-light in the dome. A con- 
fused hum of voices arises from the medical multitude, some of whom 
are engaged in earnest, some in facetious conversation ; some in 
copying the diagrams, others in paring their nails ; while others 
again are arranging their note-books and cutting their lead pencils, 
and one or two are pelting each other with pellets of chewed paper. 
It is just lecture-time, and public expectation, strained to its highest 
pitch, is frequently disappointed by the entrance of some stu^ous 
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young man, anxious for a seat in the front row, to gain which he is 
obliged to creep under the table. On each of these occasions, the 
individual who thus becomes unfortunately conspicuous is saluted 
with a round of applause, followed by a general cachinnation. 

The lecturer now makes his appearance, and, after the necessary 
hushing and hemming has subsided, commences his discourse. He 
has proceeded for about five minutes — a scampering up the stairs 
is heard — the gallery door slams violently. The cause of the dis- 
turbance, namely, Mr. Thomas Hogmore, our hero, enters, and en- 
counters a glance of reproof from the interrupted and angry lecturer. 
This he sustains with a visage of great gravity, which, the moment 
the stare is withdrawn, he exchanges for a peculiar grimace, formed 
by thrusting the tongue into the cheek, and momentarily closing the 
left eye. He then sits down, composing himself in an attitude of 
attention; his legs being supported against the iron railing, and his 
fore-teeth resting on the knobbed extremity of his thick stick. 

At this period the board of diagrams is lowered, for the purpose 
of exhibiting one of them more clearly to the class. The efiect of this 
movement is to produce an universal peal of laughter. The marble 
bust of a late celebrated teacher of anatomy, which had been before 
concealed, is now exposed to view, embellished by the ingenious 
Mr. Hogmore (previously to the lecture) with a pair of mustachios 
and an imperial, cut out of black cloth, and stuck on with gum. 
The lecturer stai}ds astonished for a moment at this unexpected 
merriment ; but, on turning round, at once discovers its cause. 

“ Gentlemen — some — I may say — individual, has though proper 
to disgrace himself!** [Bravo ! Hear, hear ! j “ Gentlemen, whoever 
that individual is, I may venture to afiSrm that he ought to be 
ashamed of himself — I need say no more. I throw myself on the 
good sense and gentlehianly feeling of the class.** [Hear, hear! 
Shame ! Turn him out ! ] in which shouts the culprit loudly joins. 

After this occurrence, the lecture proceeds, but having been 
prolonged a little beyond the hour ; its termination is hastened by a 
general scraping of feet, and a fit of coughing which suddenly seizes 
the class. We will now accompany our neophyte, trusting, that he 
may have been duly edified by what he has heard, to his four o*clock 
dinner at that species of restaurateur*s, which obtains, in his own 
classic vocabulary, the epithet of slap-bang. 

“ Now, then. Jack, my boy, what are you going to tackle ? I *ve 
been hard at work all the morning with the abdominal aortCy and I 
shall be regularly knocked up if I don*t pitch in pretty smartish — 
I ’m tremendously peckish ; here, Sally, what have you got ? ’* 
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“ Boiled beef, Sir, and greens — well done ; roast veal and ’am — 
good cut ; haricot mutton ; liver and bacon ; calf’s head and 
brains — ^just up — I can recommend that, Sir ; hashed venison” 
(with peculiar emphasis) ; “ chops and steaks.” 

“ Ah! let’s have some liver and bacon. By the way. Jack, are 
you to give the minute anatomy of the liver at the College ? ” 

“ I do n’t know ; I hope not.” 

** So do I. Mine was a capital one this morning.” 

Yes. Why did n’t you have it injected ? ” 

“ Too much of a fork out ; besides, you can cram the liver from 
plates," 

With this kind of conversation the rest of the meal is sweetened.^ 
^t its conclusion : — 

” Sally,” (cries Mr. Hogmore), “ what’s the damage?” 

** One calf’s liver and bacon. Sir, ten — potatoes, eleven — one 
bread, twelve — two stouts, one and nine — a Stilton, one and eleven — 
and celery, I think you had. Sir.” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Two and a penny. Sir, if you please.” 

“ Oh I two bob and a brown is it ? I say, Sally, I wish I had 
lots of tin, for your sake.” 

“ Do you. Sir ? Hem ! ” 

** Yes. I say, where do you walk on Sundays ? ” 

“ Skunetimes at one place, sometimes at another. {Apart) — 
Coming, Sir, directly.” 

“ No, but come, don’t mizzle: I’ve something to say to you.” 

** Well, what is it? ” 

I say, Sally, you ’re a very pretty girl,” 

“ Oh ! dp n’t be ^ stupid — there now look at my foot — see what 
3W)u ’ve done.” 

Here it must be observed, that Mr. Hogmore, in order to give 
due effect to his last complimentary speech, treads engagingly on the 
young lady’s foqt ; leaving thereby the muddy impression of a double 
row of small nails on the delicately turned instep. Having achieved 
this act of gallaptry, he puts down the reckoning and sallies forth to 
‘‘ wander at his own sweet will ” down Fleet Street, or the Strand, 
smoking a bad cigar, and jostling the passengers as he walks along. 

His time is thus occupied till he goes to the evening lecture, after 
which he returns to his third door lodging to receive a party of 
friends, who meet to amuse themselves with a game at whist. This 
sort of employment is generally called spending time ; in the present 
instance, however, a laudable economy of that article is displayed — 
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a practical contradiction being given to the vulgar adage asserting 
the impossibility of doing two things at once. The attention of the 
players is divided between their game and their hot whiskey and 
water, a tumbler of which accompanies the heap of counters by the 
side of each individual. The contents of the glasses are renewed, 
fitim time to time, from a green bottle on the table, and a kettle 
which sings away on the fire ; and which, in the course of the even- 
ing, is twice replenished from the wash-hand-stand in the adjoining 
bed-room. Between the play and potation, the spirits of the com- 
pany become elevated to a very lofty pitch ; the exhausted source of 
the aqueous supply, and its empty receptacle, are anathemised in the 
vernacular form, the candlesticks are fiung into the grate, and a general 
“ sortie** is made in quest of adventures. The young gentlemen 
“ Jump Jim Crow** in the street, to the music of their own voices, 
wrench off knockers and bell-handles, shout, yell, assault a policeman, 
are finally consigned to the station-house, and discharged the next 
morning on payment of the usual fine for inebriety. 

We will now imagine that having happened to receive an invita- 
tion from some gentleman with whom his family are acquainted, our 
hero has made the requisite alterations (or what he considers such) 
in his exterior, and is sitting at table in decent society. 

The master of the house is decapitating a hare. His guest 
remarks : — 

“ Ah ! you *re bung up, rather. Sir, I think ; you *ve got hold of the 
ligameiUum nuchce ; it*s very big and strong in some animals — I made 
it out the other day in a Nigger — he was pretty well off for one ? ” 

“ Made it out. Sir,’* asks a gentleman sitting opposite, “ how ?** 
A nudge from his next neighbour reminds him of the presence of 
ladies. Instead, therefore, of conveying his meaning in words, he 
looks significantly around on the company, and bestowing a wink of 
much expression on his interrogator, holds his knife and fork like a 
couple of pens, severs, as if by some sleight-of-hand, the fat from the 
lean of a piece of meat on his plate, winks again on the querist, and 
applies himself to the discussion of the viands with renewed assiduity. 

He is asked to take wine : — “ Most happy,** he replies, and fami - 
liarly invites a gentleman, some forty years his senior, to join him. 
On a similar honour being done him by his host, his answer is> 
“ Thank’ee, Sir, I *ve got some.** 

The cloth is now removed, and dessert introduced. A young 
clergyman present happens to be speaking of the place which he took 
in the classical tripos at Cambridge. Oh! you’ve been up, then?** 
says our hero. “ What sort of an examination did they give you ? 
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Did they behave like gentlemen, or bully you at all ? ’* A civil reply 
is given to his question, and he proceeds : — “ However, your ex- 
amination is nothing to ours ; I ’ve been grinding these three months, 
and Hoaxley tells me I shan’t be fit for three more ; I ’m well up in 
anatomy too, and none of ’em know much about that at the Hall. 
But that ’s the very reason they work a man so. Why you ’re only 
examined in Latin and Greek; and we have Latin, and the Lord 
knows what besides. I ’ve passed my Latin examination, that ’s one 
good job: they gave me a whole page, and if I hadn’t looked over 
the fellow next me I think I should have been fioored. I hate 
Latin — what’s the use of it ? As if Latin would teach you to take 
up the femoral artery — parcel of humbug!” 

“ You are fond of poetry, I suppose, Mr. Hogmore,” enquires a 
young lady, trotting the orator out. 

“ Poetry? — eh? — what? — oh! — I haven’t learnt any since I left 
school. I used to like the short verses best. Ha ! ha ! ha ! ” 

“ You like music, then, I am sure.” 

“ Music ? Oh ! I like a jolly good song. Did you ever 
‘ The Sea?’ ” 

“ No, I have not had the pleasure ; is it pretty ? ” 

** Just isn’t it ? Nor ‘ The Bay of Biscay?’ ” 

“ No,” 

** Ah ! then, 1 ’d just advise you to go to ‘ The Coal Hole’ — no — 
that is — I mean — you can’t do that exactly — but those are the kind 
of songs I like.” 

“ ‘ The Coal Hole ! ’ Dear me, what an odd place to sing 
in. How very amusing I ” 

“ I should think,” remarks the wit of the party, ” that it would 
be an admirable scene for the performance of ‘ La Cenerentola.’ ” 

This sally occasions a general merriment, which Mr. Hogmore 
conceives to be furnished at his expense, and accordingly regards 
the speaker, with a look of anything but complacency ; muttering, 
at the same time, the word “ personal” as if he considered the title 
of Rossini’s opera capable of bearing that construction. 

“What do you think of Phrenology?” demands a maiden of 
thirty, in a cerulean dress, with a disposition conformable. 

“ What all that stuff about the bumps ? — all my eye — regular 
sell — won’t go down at our place ; as if the mastoid process was 
the organ of Murder ! ” 

“ That, I suppose, Mr. Hogmore,” says an intellectual looking, 
middle-aged man, with a capacious forehead and penetrating eyes, 
“ is one of the facts of Phrenology, according to our teachers ? 
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“ Yes. I *11 trouble you for some of those walnuts.’* 

“ Well, but what do they tell you then is the use of the brain ?** 

** Oh ! we’re not examined in that. It ’s the great centre of the 
nervous system.” 

** Did not Gall and Spurzheim, Sir, prosecute their enquiries 
according to Inductive Philosophy ? ” 

** Oh ! I don’t know. Philosophy’s all moonshine. I like some- 
thing practical. By the way, I *11 tell you a capital joke. Gall had 
a son ; the young chap had the bump of se(/'-approbation too big ; so 
old Gall got a tin plate, and a screw fixed to the head with an appa- 
ratus that he invented, and screwed the plate tighter and tighter 
every day to keep down the bad bump.” 

“ Indeed ; and pray, with what result ? ” 

“ Child kicked the bucket — hopped the twig — went off* in con- 
vulsions ! Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! ” 

“ Is not that story rather apocryphal ? ” 

“ Apoc eh ? It was Gall or Spurzheim, I forget which.” 

” The ladies retire ; the gentlemen talk about horses, politics, 
agriculture, and practical meteorology, the state of oats, and of the 
weather, until cofiee is announced. 

Music is the order of the evening : a lady sits down to the piano, 
to take a part in “ La ci darem’ la mano,” in the middle of which 
our young gentleman signalises himself by a sudden and loud 
ebullition of mirth, probably imagining that he is listening to a 
comic song. 

The music not suiting his taste, he betakes himself into a comer, 
and soon becomes engaged in deep and earnest conversation with a 
medical friend who has accompanied him. His remarks are quite 
audible : — 

” Well, I never thought that was the kick, however. Why, they 
gave us wine and water after dinner, in great glass jugs — without 
sugar, too ! I ’d rather have had some ‘ cold without.’ ” 

“ What do you think of the girl who is singing? ” asks his friend. 
“ Oh ! she ’s smartbh — deuced fine neck — clavicles and stemo~ 
cleido-mastoidei too prominent though. Crico-arytenoidei posiici 
and laterales very well developed, I fancy, judging from her voice. 
Talking of that, I wish you ’d give us a grind — ask us anything ? ” 

“ Well then, come, what have you between the layers of the 
great omerdum ? ” 

“ What have you ? — come, no gammon ! — why nothing to be sure.” 
” Oh ! haven’t you though? I can tell you they rejected Popjoy 
on that very question last Thursday.” 
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“ What did they want him to say then ? ” 

“ Why, halUus to be sure.” 

** Pooh ! that ’s a regular catch question. I tell you what — if 
they floor me on a question like that, I ’ll pretty soon floor them, 
that ’s all. But, I say, they *re going ; come, let’s be off*; I *m tired — 
arn’t you ? — we shall be just in time for * The Cyder Cellars,’ and 
I’m tarnation hungry.” — (Exeunt.) 

We shall conclude with a brief summary of Mr. Hogmore’s re- 
maining moral and intellectual qualities. 

The leading feature of his disposition is amour propre. He 
piques himself greatly on his sharpness and cunning, and, considering 
every one else a rogue, is especially solicitous to avoid being taken 
in or deceived. Accordingly, his favourite maxim is not merely to 
doubt, but positively to disbelieve whatever he does not clearly un- 
derstand. His convictions, however firm, are, consequently, of a 
very limited nature. History is with him little more than a grand 
peut-etre,” and he probably esteems the account of Julius Caesar’s 
death quite as apocryphal as the story of St. George and the Dragon : 
as he believes nothing but what he can comprehend, so he compre- 
hends nothing that he cannot see. Anatomy is, in his estimation, 
the most exalted of all sciences, and this not in consequence of its 
real bearings upon medicine — for of those he has very little idea ; 
but because there is something in the mechanical process by which a 
knowledge of the human frame is acquired, particularly gratifying to 
his taste and genius. Refinement is, in his opinion, synonymous with 
efieminacy ; and he is perfectly innocent of the fine arts in general, 
and of literature in particular. To the latter, indeed, he seems to 
have a conscientious objection, as though it tended to interfere with 
his professional pursuits. He thinks it much better to employ his 
leisure hours in drinking, smoking, playing practical jokes, and in- 
vestigating human nature wherever it may be seen to the least 
advantage. His studies are of a material, liis pleasures of an animal 
nature. 

It is not denied that there are exceptions to the above description 
of a Medical Student. There are those who have adopted their 
profession as a branch of science, and a means of benefiting man- 
kind. In the revolting tasks which unavoidably fall to their lot, they 
engage not from inclination, but from duty : these are Philosophers, 
and so many as there are of them, so many gentlemen are there in 
the Medical Profession. 
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BY CORNELIUS WEBBE. 


Splish, splash, splash, splish, flap, slap, slap, flap ! Whew ! — what 
a wind ! Whish ! — ^what a whirling shower ! What a day to be out 

in ! “ Ye houseless wretches ” ^but there goes that poor girl 

over the way, at Mrs. Doublekey’s, through the wind and the rain, 

“ With her heigho and her nonny no 

but with neither bonnet nor umbrella, the street-door key “ dangling 
at her cold finger’s end,” as merry and careless as if May, and not 
November, reigned. Now, where can she be going to “ in such an 
hour as this ?” Oh, I see — to “ The Three Jolly Gardeners !” What, 
in November ? Bless that poor girl, ye Fates ! — who make up mar- 
riages — ^with a good husband ; and thou, good Fortune — as she con- 
ducts herself with the strictest propriety in her ten-pound a-year 
servitude as a Maid, of All- Work and not an hour of play — look out, 
for her, for a place where wages is no object (on the mistress’s side), 
the work is light, and three more maids and a man are kept, to divide 
two servants’ work equally and impartially among them, and grumble 
at the hardness of their lot ! 

Barbara Briggleswiggle — for these are her baptismal names, and 
she makes no secret of them — is the most exemplary (quite the 
pattern) Maid of All-Work in our street, which is the largest in our 
parish, and our parish is the largest parish in the three United King- 
doms, and the three United Kingdoms don’t care one button how big 
the other kingdoms of the world are. So that Barbara Briggleswiggle 
may be allowed to have a pretty wide reputation — one that will bear 
taking in, or letting out, indiflerently, and still wear well, and permit 
examination. My maid Susannah (a good girl enough, and contented 
with one elder) is envious of Barbara’s reputation as a good servant 
and near ; and yet, acknowledging her remarkable merits, says, very 
candidly, that ** She can’t, for the life of her, make out how Barbara 
can do for three such troublesome people ; Mr. Doublekey — who 
does nothing but get tipsy twice a day,” — (and that is a proof of 
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application, however misdirected,) — “ and Mrs. Doublekey, who does 
nothing, also, but scold her husband when he is sober, coax him to 
bed when he is not, and fills up the rest of her time by undoing the 
work that Barbara has done, that she may have it to do again ; and 
she does it all, and makes light of it !” And this it is that provokes 
the indignation of my maid Susannah, when she has a mind to be 
provoked ; and she usually selects that hour when her own work is 
all behindhand to blame poor Barbara for being so beforehand with 
hers, which, she says, is setting a bad example ! She allows, how- 
ever, for she cannot deny, that Barbara's door-steps are always the 
first which are white-stoned in the morning, winter and summer — 
her fire first lighted and smoking —her door-knocker so slippery with 
polishin'g that you cannot hold it — the name of “ Doublekey,” in 
large capital letters, spotless, as far as whiting and wash-leather 
can make it so — that the early-rising, and therefore impatient milk- 
man never has to let down the cream of the morning by a string into 
her area, because she is always up to take it in at the door — that the 
eight-o'clock postman never has to wait a minute for her Majesty's 
twopence — that when the newsman calls with his “ Times,” she is 
ready to take it in, and there is never any need for him to thrust it 
under the door ; or calls for it at nine, there it is, read, nicely folded 
up again, and looking as clean and neat as if it had never been opened 
— that the baker knocks but once, and before he can cry “ Ba-ker !” 
she appears between the syllables “ ba” and “ ker” — that with the 
butcher she is as prompt — that the beggar has, at least, a civil denial, 
and sometimes a penny of her own pocket-money, and that she does 
not shut the door in his furrowed face, nor slam it against his tender 
heels — that the sweeps find her up when they knock — that the tax- 
collector says she is the nicest girl in his district — that the water-rate 
man says ditto — that the dustmen have such a respect for her that 
they call her “ Miss ” — that the street-musicians believe that she 
gives them every halfpenny that she receives from the old gentleman 
in the first fioor, who loves to encourage native talent with twopence 
once a month ; and in a hundred other minor matters she admits that 
Barbara is unexceptionable. I am sure that she is, and that she is 
an example to all Maids of All-Work, and more especially to my maid 
of a considerable deal of thinking about it. Susan cannot now make 
out how she does her daily duties, unless she is helped by the fairies, 
or has dealings with the ^ : but that imworthy personage is most 

suspected when he is most innocent ; and, as for the fairies, they 
have left off rewarding household industry, and punishing, by pinch- 
ing, kitchen sluts and slovens, for some centuries. 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



THE MAID OF ALL-WORK. 


51 


The rain is oyer (that is to say, it has tired itself out, like a child 
with crying — for one can never consider the rain over in this country, 
but only pausing a bit, that it may rattle away again with renewed 
vigour presently), but that old bully and blusterer, Boreas, still 
blows ; and there, back again comes Barbara^ with a foaming jugful 
of that “justly famous*’ stout, that endears “The Three Jolly Gar- 
deners** to their pot-companions. Whisk goes the wliite head off 
the stout, full in the face of Mr. Sawtheair, our parish orator, 
filling his eyes, and nose, and mouth, with such congenial froth, 
that any one might swear it was his last vestry declamation come 
back again to “the lips it loves.” Well blown, Boreas! Bravo, 
Barbara! 

Barbara Briggleswiggle is “ the wonder and astonishment ** of 
my parish, and eke “ the cynosure of neighbouring eyes.” All 
sorts of housekeepers wish they had such an invaluable servant ; 
and wish, likewise, that she would not stay so long with the Double- 
keys, when she might have the same wages, and no more persons to 
clean for, and do for, and wait upon, and wait up for, and be allowed 
as many followers as she liked to see at their garden-gates, and come 
no further — besides other perquisites. Bribes have been laid in the 
way of Barbara, to tempt her to change sides of the way ; but the 
contented girl said, “ She was well enough where she and 

wouldn’t leave the Doublekeys, unless, indeed, it was to be permoted 
to second-maid’s place in a great lord’s kitchen — she should so like to 
live where the great ladies curl up their hair every night in five-pound 
bank-notes, and go to court in Sir Dan chairs, taking their hoops 
with ’em ! That indeed !” The cheesemonger has been set like a 
mouse-trap to tempt her over to the service of the Rumkinses : Bar- 
bara did not bite. The baker thought “ She mout get into a much 
better family Barbara thought she mout not. The butcher said 
that “ Mr. Jumpingson had two joints to Doublekey’s one, and only 
the same amount of mouths, which was a proof how well the Jump- 
ingsons lived — a foolish tempter, for Barbara directly calculated that 
the cooking of two joints must be exactly double the work of cooking 
one, and was satisfied. The grocer thought he had lured her once, be- 
cause he kept a handsome shopman, and an ugly dog of an apprentice, 
who was nearly out of his time, and wanted to settle, by uniting him- 
self and his grocery fortunes to some very provident young woman a 
leeUe older than he was ; and, with her savings (disinterested Grabb !) 
and his great expectations (I never knew the young man without 
them), go into a small way of business of their own : but Barbara 
was too prudent a young woman to be tempted even by the handsome 
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offer of a husband with such an ** ugly mug*’ as George Gabriel 
Grabb’s, which was, sure enough, “ Unhandsome enough,” as Barbara 
told a female gossip of hers, to frighten the china mug out of the 
Chinee child’s hand that was painted on it, and that was not so very 
handsome, she was sure!” 

There is an unwonted bustle and hurry about all that Barbara 
does this day, which I cannot account for. 1 must ask its meaning 
of my maid, as she is in the Opposition. Oh, here she is ! Susannah, 
who is always ready enough to talk about Barbara, which is a proof 
that she thinks more of her than she allows she does, tells me, ** That 
Barbara — the domesticatored Barbara ! — who is never so happy as 

when she’s at her work and in her kitchen, is positively a-going 

where, of all places in this wide world, do you think she’s a-going, 
please. Sir ? ” I endeavour to guess, as I never give up riddle, 
conundrum, or anything of that prevailing sort of wit, without making 
a shrewd guess at it, and sometimes two ; and it has happened, when 
I pretty well knew the solution before I began to guess at it, that 1 
have been most miraculously near the mark in my answer, and have 
given such a quick-witted “ Because it is so-and-so,” to the “ Why is 
so-and-so like so-and-so ?” as to have astonished all who heard me. 
I guess, on this occasion, that Barbara is going to chapel — to Crock- 
ford’s — to the Abbey, to see the wax-work and Lord Bjrron’s monu- 
ment — to Ashley’s, to see the lions and tigers quietly waiting in their 
den till their man is done enough for them to dine off him, as they 
don’t like their man raw in this refined age — in short, I guess a 
himdred places where Barbara could go, but is not “ going to go to,” 
as the wags say. Susannah, with a spiteful expression in her good- 
looking face, which she never shows except when she is speaking of 
her rival, announces, triumphantly, that “ She is going to * The Tlbree 
Jolly Gardeners !’ ” “ Why,^ Susan, so she does twenty times a-day, 

or as often as Mr. Doublekey is dry, and he never seems saturated 
enough to keep him damp very long,” I remark. “ Hah, but,” says 
Susan, with a magnificent toss of the head, “ she ’s got leave from 
her wicked missus to go to the grand consart and ball to-night, and 

she’s a-going there with who would you think, please. Sir ?” I 

guess again, but am obliged to resort to Susan for the solution. She 
is ready to burst with it, and out it comes, boimce, like a cork from a 
soda-bottle — “ With Puzzlecurl the hair-dresser’s handsome man. 
Maxwell, because he’s such a fine dancer, so she says, as if she could 
dance. She dotes upon that fellow, though she says she doesn’t. 
I’m sure she’s welcome to him, for my part ; for, as he’s been married 
once, and lost his wife, he is but second-hand !” cries my maid, with 
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most delicioiiai malice. I quietly remark that 1 think there is no 
great harm* in a good girl like Barbara going with a well-behaved 
young fellow like Maxwell (though he is only a second-hand lover) 
to a concert at “ The Three Jolly Gardeners/* provided, &c. ; and I 

go into the provisions of the act at length “ Oh but, please. Sir,** 

cries Susan, interrupting me, see what a consart and ball it is she*s 
going to honour with her white gown with four flounces !** And, as 
Susan says these contemptuous things, she draws from behind her 
bodice a small bill of the pleasures of the evening, in which I read, 
in not very good type, and in most careless composition, the Italic 
being mixed up with the Roman in the most social manner in the 
world, that — 

** The M>bility and Gantry of Highgate and its delightfu/ Ficinity are 
respectably informed that in honour to do honour to the distinguished Patronage 
of the series of six Concerts and sails which has giren so much decided satisfac- 
tion to the Mobility and Oentery of Highgate and its neighbourhood, M. Lewis 
Hypolito Narcisse Napoleon Mirkidandi, Grand Ballet Maitre of the Th^dtre 
Royal, ATensington, is enduced to extend his Series of Six Concerts and balls to 
a Seventh concert and Ball, being positively the last of the Season, in which 
the celebrated Cantertrice Signora Pussilani, and the renowned barrowtone 
Signor Drurilani, will sing Musard’s justly celebrated i)aett called Ah^ pa^ 
dan her.* After which the fidry, silph-like. Mademoiselle Vitechafel lb, 
with the exquisite PoKT-BATTAiLLE,f will perform the 'Minute deel a core. The 
whole to Conclude with a Grand Pas de Quarter of Four by Mile. st. Dunstan- 
viLLE and Napoleon Nieuinton with Mdlles. Vitechapelee and St. Giles ; 
and a Brilliant display of Fire-works. 

Single Ticket, 2s. Tickit for Lady and Gent 2s. 6<L — No Money taken at the 
Bar, and No Money returned. 

Horses Heads to ait down towards Holloway.” 

“ Well, Susan,** I remark, with a smile, “ I see no great offence in 
this entertainment, save that * methinks it doth profess too much,* 
and is not what it seems ;** and I concluded by graciously sajdng 
diat she may go, too, if she likes it, provided she takes a proper, 
respectable young fellow with her, who will safely return her to my 
door at twelve o’clock precisely.** “ Oh, please. Sir, may I ?** cries 
my maid, her household heart jumping for joy — “ May I ?** “ You 

may, Susannah ; but mind ** — she will mind nothing, however, that 
I may feel disposed to add, I see that ; but, curtseying, and flashing, 
and flurrying about the room, she does what I had previously desired 
her to do, and, that done — (Exit Susannah hurriedly). 

• A misprint, no doubt, for “Ah, pardon her I” or is the “Ah perdonna” of 
Mozart the duet in question ? — Printer* » Reading Boy. 

f Qy. — M. Battle- Bridge ? — P. R. B. 
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Not half an hour has expired, and I behold my maid flying across 
the road to the Doublekeys ; and, after a few moments* stay, back she 
comes flying again ! As the concert begins at six, 1 shall take my 
station at the window, to observe the nobility and gentry who patronise 
M. Mirkidandi, as they come up. They are, apparently, the elite of 
Highgate ; the mantua-makers suppl 3 ring the ladies of fashion, the 
tailors and hair-dressers the Lord Chawleses, the kitchens and kitchen- 
gardeners the poUoi — the mobility and common gentry. Suddenly, 
an unusual flash of whiteness occurs in the dense darkness of the 
night, and two young women, whom, by their turning their feces up 
to my windows as they giddily sweep by in innocent white, I take to 
be Barbara and Susannah, the handsome barber doing the genteel for 
Barbara, and, oh wondrous ! Mr. George Gabriel Grabb, the rejected 
of Barbara, the accepted of my Susan, doing the same for her, pass 
over the stage. 

I turn from the window, and ponder on the caprices of women 
generally, and my maid in particular — so often as she has declared 
that she wouldn’t have a man who might be called Gahy by the mali- 
cious world, even if he was the Duke of — I forget what place, but we 
will say, to All up the blank, Broad Street, St. Giles’s ! How often has 
she called him mean and mean-looking, and snubbed his nose, which 
was already snubbed enough; and mocked at his claims to be the 
gentleman ; and laughed at his legs, which she compared to two skit- 
tle-pins going out to enjoy themselves in the custody of a pair of 
pantaloons — for my maid has a malicious humour of her own ! And 
there she was, a minute past, hanging upon his grocerly arm — 
admiring, it may be, the moustache and the tuft he cultivates in his 
leisure hours, which I have heard her say she hoped would grow thick 
enough to hide the entrance of that Merlin’s Cave — his mouth ! And 
ther e - — b ut there is no accounting for the whims of women. I 
begin to think that they cheapen men as they cheapen their ribbons, 
and silk bonnets, and such gauds : when they have made up their 
minds to have the gaudy thing, let it cost them what it may, they 
begin by depreciating the texture of it, that they may get it a bargain ; 
and succeeding in that, then they buy up the whole piece, just to vex 
some other Barbara. I shall not be surprised, shortly, to hear the 
simple-speaking but sharp-witted wench come up to me some morn- 
ing, sa 3 dng, in her occasional way, as if she had just thought of it, 
“ Oh, if you please. Sir, I’m a-going to be married to-morrow to 
Mr. Grabb, Mr. Plum’s man now, as he’s out of his time ; and if 
you’ll suit yourself in a month I shall be very sorry to leave you — 
very — if you please !” And then Susan will cry, and wipe her eyes 
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with a duster, and look miserable, and wish there was nobody in the 
world but good, old, indulgent masters. “ Suit myself in a month,” 
quotha ! Unreasonable girl ! Who ever heard of an essayist who 
could suit himself in a month ? It is a Quarterly publication, is a 
suit just out, with the most famous wits ; a Half-yearly with wits of 
less celebrity; a Nine-monthly with the third-rate sort; and an 
Annual with the Ghreat Unknown ; and then it is of Monmouth Street 
Monmouthy — a suit that might suit anybody. 

As I have undertaken it, I sit up for my maid, instead of my 
maid sitting up for me, as is too common ; and already I begin to feel 
what an irksome task it is to wait up for anybody. I am persuaded 
that maids undergo a great deal when they sit up for bachelors, and 
that sitting up for a married man aggravates their complaint. 

Oh, the weariness of sitting up ! I try everything to pass away 
the time. I take up “ The Disowned,” and lay it down again, as 
personal to me, situated as I am — alone — “deserted by those my* 
former bounty fed,” viz., my maid, who is shaking the half-pence, 
keys, and other odd miscellaneous matters in her pocket, to a pretty 
tune at “ The Three Jolly Gardeners” by this time — (happy girl !) ; 
and my tortoiseshell pet, who is I know not where — unless he, too, 
is there ! 1 try a game at draughts, and am beating myself hollow : 
there 1 am, up in a comer, with three kings, as tyrannical as the 
famous three of Brentford, ready to pounce upon me if I move — 
so I won’t move, but will lie still, like Poland, for the present. I 
try my German flute, and find that, through putting it up wet in 
the warm weather, it has split in the cold weather. I take a hand 
at cribbage with myself — and, there, that Dummy has pegged me 
out already ! I try a Sonnet to the Moon, as she has been neglected 
lately, and out of twelve steel pens I cannot find one that will describe 
a decent “ Oh !” to begin with. 

Just as I have come to this reflection, or it has come to me, a loud, 
startling, solitary knock comes at my outer-door, which causes me to 
leap convulsively out of my easy-chair, as if galvanised, and grasp the 
parlour poker to — stir the fire. I listen — all is silent as a Quaker’s 
meeting when the spirit thinks. I make up my mind that it was a 
runaway knock, or a knock of the imagination. 1 sit down, and 
putting the poker in its place, I snufi* the candles. “ Thump !” 
comes knock the second, with such an emphasis as brings to my mind 
the sturdy John Knox, there is such determination to be heard in it. 
I look at my watch — it is one minute past twelve — “ Oh, that good 
girl ! It is Susannah ! She shall go again to ‘ The Three Jolly 
Chirdeners,’ since she is so true to her time !” I hasten to the door 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



56 


THE MAID OF ALL-WORK. 


— unfasten it — it is Susannah! But what am 1 to think? — the 
handsome hair-dresser sees her home ! “ Where is Barbara ?’* I 

enquire. ** Oh, if you please, Sir, Grabb has seen her home/ 
answereth Susannah, with a significant fling up of her head, like a 
high-spirited Arabian wrangling with the bit. Maxwell bows to me, 
and then to my maid, like the first gentleman to the first lady in a 
coimtry dance, and then departs, with his toes so exquisitely turned 
out, that my Lord Burleigh, good old Bess’s dancing minister of 
state, would have died with envy of his excellence in that way. I say 
nothing further to my maid, but I look a great deal ; and, giving her 
a light, retire to bed, determining to enquire into her tergiversations 
in the tender way to-morrow. 

“ Susannah, you will prepare breakfast — I shall be back in half 
an hour : and, as is my wont, I walk through the High Street of 
Highgate, to pick up an appetite, &c. ; and, under pretence of order- 
ing some grocery matters, I drop into Plum’s, and there is Mr. 
Grabb, as diligent as ever, macadamising loaf-sugar into Imnps of 
portable dimensions ! 

“ Well, Mr. Grabb,” I say, “ I hope you had a pleasant enter- 
tainment of it yesternight.” “ Oh, certainly. Sir !” answers Mr. 
Gabriel; “ nothing could be better mounted!” “ What?” cry I. 
“ Mounted,” — and he repeats the odd expression : “ but I thought — I 
might be mistaken, though — we are too apt to think that no one can 
appreciate a highly-refined enjoyment so well as ourselves — I thought 
it was decidedly a cut above the cut of the Highgateteers — what 
Shakspeare — divine man I — calls ‘ Cuvier to the general I* ” “ What, 

was the General present ?” I enquire ; for we have an old Indian 
ofiScer a settler in our hamlet. ** Oh, dear, no ; you mistake me 
quite. Sir !” answers Mr. Grabb, with a conceited chuckle, and two 
curls of his d — d moustache ; “ Cuvier, I take it. Sir, is French 
for our vulgar term queer; but Shakspeare couldn’t say ‘ Queer to 
the general * — ^he had too much taste. Sir !” I look into the ugly 
puppy’s face, perplexed — I cannot make him Out! The rascal is 
either a wag (in which case I have fewer hopes of him than ever, and 
shall persuade Barbara against him, for I don’t know any sort of man 
who has so little chance of doing well in this world as a wag) ; or else 
he is the most impertinent dog in Highgate ; or extremely ignorant, 
and pretending to know better : in all of which cases he is no match 
ibr Barbara; and I’ll take good neighbourly care that he has as little 
to say to her, and to my Susannah, too, as possible. 

What am I to think of Barbara Briggleswiggle, my pattern Maid 
OP All-Work ? What do you think of her, gentle reader ? 
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BY R. H. H. 


Sir Courtney Palmoile, in the fifty-seventh year of his age, 
attained the very summit of professional popularity and practice. 
None of the haui’-ton could be sick without his advice ; no sick per- 
sonage could die happy without his assistance. In short, tliere were no 
bounds to the mental satisfaction and substantial “ relief” which the 
aristocracy and rich gentry experienced from pa3dng a series of fees 
to Sir Courtney Palmoile — the most fashionable physician of his day. 

With reference to the costume of the class, concerning which we 
are writing, we have a word to say. Our readers will be pleased 
to remember that the ancien regime of the physician’s constant full 
dress — his black satin smalls, with knee and shoe buckles ; his powder, 
queue, his glass and pin, his point-lace infixes and wise-headed gold 
cane — all have fled and evaporated. The character of the courtly 
physician remains much the same ; but the dress is quite altered. 
The movements and style of manners are also difierent. They have 
lost their ball-room eflfect and presentation; though still very 
precise, soft, and of feline velvetude in noiseless tread, so that the 
ear of noble sickness knoweth not of their advance or retirement — 
“ Come like Palmoile, so depart!” There is a certain something, 
however, about the hands, and the movements from the elbow to the 
wrist, of a physician of this class, which has never changed. They 
are continually displayed in a pacifying, dulcifying, deprecatory, 
reconciling, soothing, and patting position — of which action and 
expression the Doctor in Punch is the exact prototype. In place of 
the ruffles, however, he now wears an ostentatious mouming-ring — 
the gift of a dear, deceased patient, who died under his hands ; and 
sometimes pearl studs, attached to very large and finely “ got-up ” 
lawn wrist-bands. He always wears flannel down to his very wrists, 
where you just see it peep. He always wears a superfine great-coat, 
with long skirts, in the pocket of which he carries a stethoscope. 
This is a newly-invented instrument to examine the chest ; and, in 
its genuine form, resembles a thick wooden ruler ; but, as used by a 
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Fashionable Physician, it commonly appears in the shape of a penny 
trumpet. He wears long black trousers and short gaiters, and his 
shoes are generally too large for bis feet, in order to admit of extra 
flannel socks, to keep his toes warm in his carriage during winter. 
His hair is short and rather straight, but very smooth, so that the 
peculiar shape of his scientific skull is clearly defined in the outline. 
After he has been knighted, he is liable to brush his hair up in front, 
in a high and copious manner, as if the hair was hurraing ! This is, 
however, a rare instance of his imprudent display of feeling, and in 
almost all cases his head has a sleek appearance. His chariot is of 
laudanum colour, faintly streaked with cinnamon ; or of a profound 
green mixture, which has a bitter look. His harness is aU black, 
with an occasional stud of silver or bronze ; and his liveries are brown 
drab, or Oxford-grey. His coachman is very thin, and holds a thin 
black stick of a whip in a highly-precise and formally-useless manner. 
His horses are disagreeably dark, and in a somewhat jaded condition. 
They are, however, among the most intelligent of their species ; and, 
as they turn a comer and advance down a long and handsome street, 
you see their ears work to and fro with evident anxiety whenever 
there are any houses within sight, the shutters of which are at all 
closed. On arriving opposite a house where the shutters are closed 
from top to bottom, their ears fall back with an uncomfortable look of 
self-consciousness, and they quicken their pace ; but where only one 
floor has the shutters partially closed, their ears shoot out and point 
to the house, while they slacken their trot, in anticipation of a check 
from the coachman. The footman of this equipage is also very thin : 
speaks in an under-tone, and has the same expression of face, in 
answering a question, that you see in an undertaker’s clerk or fore- 
man when engaged with a customer. A Fashionable Physician has 
his portrait painted at full length every third year, by the most 
fashionable painters among the Royal Academicians, and is repre- 
sented in a sitting position, at a splendid table, covered with the 
works of Ghden and Hippocrates, upon the top of which are piled 
several inscribed with his own name in a larger gold letter, while a 
bust of Esculapius, with an expression of great humility, stands pale 
before him. The royal artist seldom conveys the characteristic look 
of a Fashionable Physician, and few pencils are there which could 
ever succeed in delineating a ^e so softly advising, so acquiescingly 
gossiping and prescribing, so fee-thinking and insinuating, and so 
saturated with legacy-hunting tenderness. How much of this has 
been represented by the artist of our “ Heads,” we leave the reader 
to determine. We venture to observe, however, that a more charac- 
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teristlcally insincere &ce we never beheld : while the general action 
and expression denote the most tender solicitude about his patient’s 
wel£sre, his half-closed eye seems to be pr3ring into a purse. 

Sir Courtney Palmoile was not always the great man above 
described. His origin was extremely humble. We feel considerable 
delicacy and hesitation in mentioning the fact that his real name was 
Grub. We can fancy the recollection might be very humiliating to 
any creature of the grub genus, after it had become a visiting but- 
terfly, and was habituated to bask in the gold of the noon-dde sun ; 
and pass, on simmering wings, from patient flower to flower. The 
fact, however, must be recorded. Mr. Grub was originally an inha- 
bitant of a small country town, where he followed no particular 
calling. But finding, in due course, that a certain official calling” 
was likely to follow him, if he continued to indulge his philoso- 
phical indolence any longer, he made up his mind to be a chemist 
and druggist, and to practise as an apothecary at the same time, in 
order to assist the sale of his wares. To avoid the loss of time in 
apprenticeship, as well as the law on the subject, he hired the services 
of a starving apothecary who had ** passed the Hall,” and placed 
his name over the door instead of his own. 

It has been ascertained by philanthropic legislators, that the 
highest degree of the healing art should be exclusively devoted to 
those who can pay highest for the idea of obtaining relief. Various 
degrees of rank are, therefore, established. The highest rank in 
medical practice is a Fellow of the College of Physicians. To be eli- 
gtUe to this rank, all the usual gradations of knowledge and experience 
required in other professions are not only considered unnecessary, 
but detrimental and damnatory. It is requisite that a man should 
not have been an apothecary, on pain, we believe, of a heavy fine ; 
nor a surgeon, on pain of a heavier. All that is required is this, 
— the candidate for medical aristocracy must have been ” educated ” 
at Oxford or Cambridge. Now, at neither of these erudite cities is 
there any public hospital, infirmary, or any institution for clinical 
practice, which wiD bear the designation of a medical school ; — but 
they read the Axioms of Hippocrates, which have been long since 
universally exploded by practitioners. Being rendered competent 
to take charge of human life by these equivocal studies, the candi- 
dates are examined before the Great Authorities, probably without 
ever having seen a single dissection, nor, possibly, a single case of small- 
pox, mdasles, or common fever ! The Licentiates of the College of 
Physicians may have had regular and elaborate education and practice 
in Scotland, Dublin, or London ; but it is only the Oxford and 
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Cambridge gentlemen who can become Fellows — prescribe in letters 
of gold, and be considered as “ pure” physicians. No base initiatory 
studies retarded the progress of Sir Courtney’s fortune. He managed 
to take a good shop ; he liired the services of one who had gone 
through such studies ; he bought a new hat with a broadish brim^ 
and went about advising. 

Mr. Grub, always polite, simpering, and obsequious, was naturally 
a rising man. Being also a lucky man, success attended all his 
movements and designs ; and eventually, the wealthy old widow 
a methodistical chiropodist left him a handsome legacy in token of 
her lasting esteem. 

Now rose the night-cap of Mr. William Grub, in midnight 
reverie ! Perish for ever the dark memories of early years, the base- 
born herbs, the nauseous drugs ! The spirit of the Grub burst its 
narrow confines ; he sold his business and went to Oxford. 

“ The discipline of the English Universities,” said Dr. Macmi- 
chael, “ is such as to be, in every sense, a security of the moral 
character of the candidate (!) : by giving him right feelings (!), and 
enlarging his mind, it is the best security you can possibly have. 
The circumstance of having completed the residence required by the 
English Universities, and been subject to the discipline (!) observed 
there, as attested by the degree (!), is the most obvious and the 
highest testimonial of character and general education that can be 
procured. I can conceive of no one better ! ” 

Excellent man! most **pure physician.” Mr. William Grub, 
after that period of residence, which is, ** in every sense, the best 
security for moral character,” and has the best security of receiving 
the divine gift of ** right feelings,” left College as the humble 
follower of a dashing young blade of rank and fortune, to whom 
he had rendered himself agreeable by his subserviency. This young 
gentleman, wishing to make some trifling change in his not very 
domestic arrangements, shortly after his arrival in London, informed 
his follower, without any waste of time in delicate preamble, that he 
intended to^ake him take up his abode elsewhere ; and accordingly 
Mr. William Grub installed himself in a new house, and changing 
his name to Palmoile, had it engraved on a brass plate above his 
knocker. His generous patron next introduced him to a very hand- 
some lady, attired in green velvet, and a hat and feather, who was 
persuaded to listen to his addresses, and shortly afterwards married 
him. On the conclusion of the ceremony, the young nobleman slapped 
the bridegroom on the shoulder, ejaculating, “ Grub, my boy, you’re 
really a very useful, talented sort of fellow — and I’ll take care of you.” 
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His lordship was as good as his word. William Grub, alitii 
Palmoile, became a Fashionable Physician. Assisted by this power- 
ful influence, he was soon elected a Fellow of the Royal College of 
Physicians, — that “royal road” to “learning** the science of 
building a carriage out of tombstones, and filling cofiers from the 
rich mine of human weakness. 

Dr. Palmoile now took up his pen ; he saw that it was good to be 
literary, and scribbled away. He saw that Scotchmen always ad- 
Tanced in the world whenever they had a chance. Regretting he 
was only a Yorkshireman, he did what he could to remedy the 
deficiency by hiring a Scotchman as a servant. This man was a 
wit, in his way, and “ ower fond o* the toddy : ** so Dr. Palmoile 
used now and then to make him excessively drunk, and, taking down 
what he said, the Doctor was enabled by these means to concoct an 
article exactly in the high-vaulting and voluminously verbose style 
of a notorious professor of Moral Philosophy. These truly astonish- 
ing productions found a ready admission into the mimetic pages of 
a certain London Magazine, where they were much praised by his 
friends and patients for the redundant fancy and unexceptionable 
morality they displayed. 

Dr. Palmoile now presented to the public his “ great work.’* It 
certainly contained some very valuable matter. This he had dis- 
covered in one of the manuscripts of the library of the Royal College 
of Physicians, and having copied out all he wanted, he watched his 
opportunity, and burned the original.* This elegant work, in nine 
volumes royal, was entitled, “ On the Diseases and Disarrangements 
peculiar to Fashionable Life.’’ It was dedicated to the Higher Circle, 
by their most humble, afiectionate, and obedient servant, the author. 

“ Doctor, my buck!’* — said his yoimg patron — “ Come under my 
arm to the Drawing Room, and I’ll take care of you 1 ** The Doctor 
was accordingly presented at Court. He laid his fulsome volumes, 
bound in crimson and gold, at His Majesty’s feet, and was com- 
manded to “ rise Sir Courtney Palmoile ! ’* 

Shortly after attaining this military order, so appropriate to 
a professor of the “ healing art,’’ Sir Courtney received the 
shocking intelligence, while seated at breakfast with his lady, that 
their friend and patron had been shot in a duel. “ Now,” said 

* This was a trifle. Sir Everard Home, after publishing his own works, in 
which he made what use he pleased of the unpublished manuscripts of John 
Hunter, deposited in the College of Surgeons, thought proper to bum them all. 
The act betrayed itself, for he set fire to his house in doing it, the quantity being 
so great. — See a masterly and comprehensive article on ** Medical Reform,” in 
No. VH. of “ The London and Westminster Review.” 
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the medical knight, replacing his uplifted muffin cm the plate, ** I 
must take care of myself.” The young nobleman lived just long 
enough to make his will, in which he left the Doctor and his wife, 
each, an annuity of five hundred pounds per annum. A very pleasant 
and prosperous time they had. While he turned gossip into gold, she 
turned day into night. 

A profession, the humane purposes of which — ^in the alleviation 
of sickness and pain, the eradication of disease, and the endeavour 
to prolong the duration of human life — are of a character so ex- 
tensive and so important to the health and happiness of the world ; 
a profession, in the right and qualified exercise of which, the lives 
of his fellow creatures are placed with humble reliance in the prac- 
titioner’s hands, ought to be guarded by all the means possible to 
be devised, against both the imeducated and ill-educated, whatever 
degree of rank and assumption they may claim and possess in the 
dazzling glare of fashion and notorie^. But guarded it is not : on 
the contrary, great facilities are given to the ingress of imposters, 
and these facilities are guarded and preserved with the most 
watchful solicitude. We have only space to give a few memoranda 
of certain highly patronised proceedings, which may not, however, 
be altogether without instruction. 

A Fashionable Physician has a favourite disease, and a favourite 
remedy — each of which changes like any other fashion. Sometimes 
it is the liver — then the lungs — then the head — then the stomach — 
sometimes even the heart. The stomach, however, is the favourite 
that “comes round” the oftenest. This is a ccrps de reserve for 
all failures, and a prescription for it must generally do good ; because, 
while poor people are ill from a deficiency of food, and frequently 
from taking ardent spirits instead, the rich people are mostly ill from 
intemperance in all things. 

A Fashionable Physician always leaves town directly after the 
“ season,” and his patients kee^ till his return. Those, however, who 
do not remain behind, are advised to betake themselves to the very 
place where he is going. But, among those who stay in town, there 
is seldom a cessation of fees, because a physician of this class employs 
several less fortunate physicians to call for him, he allowing them a 
“ certain something ” upon the fees handed over to him. Under their 
inferior skill, the patients are sometimes actually getting quite weU ; 
but, at this dangerous crisis, the “ great man ” suddenly returns to 
tow]i, and, strange to say, the whole of them are again taken ill, as if 
seized by an epidemic. 

We once heard of a physician who, being on his promotion, and 
very anxious to elevate himself into fashionable practice, always' called 


Digitized by GooqIc ■ 



THE FASHIONABLE PHYSICIAN. 


63 


himself Dr, G***, Perpetual President Extraordinary of the Royal 
and National Eye Institution. As nobody had ever heard of ^is 
most excellent, majestic, and extensive Eye Institution, it was natural 
that its perpetual President Extraordinary should some time or other 
be questioned on the subject. “ Pray, lioctor, where in the world is 
this extraordinary Eye Institution V* Drawing himself up, he replied, 
“ / am the Institution ! ** 

A Fashionable Physician seldom loses the sense of his own dignity, 
through any inadvertent act of private good feeling. He would see 
any friend die before him rather tlian condescend to bleed him with 
his own hands — for that is expressly the business of a mere surgeon — 
and these kinds of things are never to be thought of for a moment by 
a “ pure physician !” 

A consultation of Fashionable Physicians recently took place on 
the case of an elderly and very amiable lady of rank, who was 
undoubtedly dying. Sir Courtney Palmoile had attended her from 
the commencement ; and when he saw tliat nothing more could be 
done, he very properly called in the assistance of the celebrated 
Dr. Aymen Toom, L.S.D., F.E.E. ; and Sir William SganareUe, a 
descendant from the famous French physician of that name, who 
flourished in the time of the historian Moliere. They were shown 
into a large room at the end of a suite ; and, while passing through, 
a little nephew of the d 3 ring lady, spurred by a sudden curiosity to 
overhear the wonderful secrets and discourse of these profound magi- 
cians, slipped in at a private door, and squeezed himself behind a tall 
bookcase that stood at the further end. The three professors of elegant 
medicine entered — carefully closed the door — divested themselves of 
their hats and great coats, and drawing close to the fire a small 
refreshment table, on which some wine, cake, and hot-house grapes 
were placed, began to rub and toast their knees, and take something 
to sustain nature and strengthen them for the consultation. 

** When we look at the case in all its bearings,** said Sir William 
SganareUe, drawing a newspaper, from his pocket, ** and analyse the 
various thoughts and feelings caUed into complex activity upon the 
occasion, how plain it was to foresee that the mutual exactions super- 
indyced thereby, would infallibly occasion the separation of Madame 
Grisi from her husband. This is a very exceUent plumcake, isn*t it ?** 

‘‘ ExceUent,** said Sir Courtney PalmoUe ; “ but it*8 my opinion, 
with great deference to you, Sir WiUiam, that this separation is 
likely to be feigned, from poUcy. They both see that her reputatioff 
here is at stake. She dare not seem to sanction her husband*8 con- 
duct. To think of the impertinence of a singing woman*8 husband 
actuaUy calUng out a member of the Royal CoUege of 1 mean of 
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the British Aristocracy, merely on account of a sort of overture of 
passing gallantry, to which her position in this country naturally 
subjected her ! If such audacious resentments are to he tolerated 
for a moment, what in the world will become of the respect due to 
hereditary legislation ? Shocking !” 

“ I wish,” said Dr. Aymen Toom, with a profound look — “ I 
wish, for the sake of example and a great moral lesson, that they had 
shot each other.” 

“ And that they should have lingered for a period of fifty fees,” 
interposed Sir Courtney, smiling with diplomatic humour. Whereat 
the other two rubbed their knees, and manifested sensations of addi- 
tional comfort and self-complacency. 

They now talked of Lord Durham ; and blamed him for every 
thing he had offered to do ; for everything he had done ; for all his 
past political life ; and for everything he might do in future. They 
agreed that the Radicals were a precious set — that the Whigs were 
a precious set — and then they laughed at the Tories. They entered 
seriously into the consequences of Biddle’s prospective hanking system 
in America — ^into the merits of the King of Oude’s sauce — of L. E. 
Ude’s ditto — and of Sir Gleorge Smart’s last composition. They 
now insinuated a tacit understanding of drinking the health of the 
President of the College of Physicians — they applauded the Duke 
of Wellington — they touched upon “ The Quarterly Review ” — they 
criticised the Queen’s horsemanship — and passed some capital jokes 
upon Louis Philippe’s sister. 

While they were all laughing in full glee at Sir Courtney’s 
finishing touch of rather high-flavoured wit, the tall bookcase was 
seen to rock, and then lean forward ! The next instant, down came 
the whole concern fiat on the floor ; and amidst ther chaos of gilt- 
edged volumes and rising dust stood the crinched-up figure of the 
litUe imp of a nephew, with stiff-spread fingers, open mouth, and 
round, staring eyes I 

Before they could recover the shock, or at all understand the 
dreadful scene, the door opened, and a footman entered with the 
•patient’s compliments, informing them, that “in consequence of 
the great relief she had experienced by a touch of the lancet from a 
common doctor, a brother of her nephew’s private tutor, who had 
accidentally called, she was now seated in her dressing-gown by the 
fire, taking a cup of tea.” She had also desired the servant to say, 
•that although this obscure doctor had only been educated in the 
Edinburgh and London universities, he was evidently a most skilful 
and honourable practitioner, and she had, therefore, great pleasure in 
recommending him to their kind patronage and assistance.” 
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A Child more easily cone* ivcvl than desenbed. 
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THE SPOILT CHILD. 


BY R. H. II. 


By the side of a deep-bosomed, smouldering Christmas fire, in the 
oak-panelled drawing-room of an old manor-house in Herefordshire, 
sat two mild-featured grandmammas, awaiting, with placid dignity, 
the advent of the dinner hour. Their figures rose with equal state 
from their massy brocaded gowns, though their style and effect were 
different. One grandmamma was exceeding thin ; the other grand- 
mamma excelled in fat. Kind hearts looked out from both their 
faces ; nor would this have been quite possible to any hearts less 
kind, for each face was surrounded and surmounted with an embat- 
tled cap, thick set with richly notched, though faded, ribbons, and 
five rows deep in starched point lace ; so that each respected head 
bore a close resemblance to a bouquet of thistles exulting in a strong 
white frost. 

They were beguiling the time with grave, yet pleasing conversa- 
tion, till “papa” and “mamma” were dressed, and the rest of the 
family, with sundry guests, arrived ; and the subject they discussed 
was the never-enough-to-be-repeated one, of how many perfections 
were displayed in the pretty person of their dear grandchild, and 
how many more were to be expected, from the constant care, 
attention, devotion, and universal admiration and flattery, bestowed 
upon the beauty and “bringing up” of little Darling Petkin. 

A loud scream from the excellent lungs (lungs not to be equalled, 
of their size, in power of announcement) of the dear child upstairs, 
was quickly followed by the descent of the same in the arms of his 
maid, to be carried to the front door to meet a carriageful of aunts, 
another full of friends of the family, and sundry uncles on horseback, 
whose approach he had seen from the nursery window. In less than 
a couple of minutes, (he whole concourse came dancing and crowing 
into the drawing-room, with Darling Petkin in the centre, mounted 
upon the left shoulder of Uncle Benjamin, where he sat with a drum 
slung round his neck, which he furiously beat with both sticks, 
screaming in vain-glorious delight, and never caring to perceive that 
each blow of the drumstick in his right hand “took” his uncle’s 
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left ear in its way upwards. At length the general tumult ceased, 
and, in the pause occasioned by all the party “ taking their breath,” 
the shrill voice of Darling Petkin enunciated, with all the air of a 
little pagod just come to light, “Yah ! on’y nook a’ me ! ” 

“ Only look at me ! ” How often do we hear this from children ; 
how seldom do we find the claim upon general attention and 
admiration made in vain! We begin to fear, that where we are 
fond of a child (and the same principle applies to a pet dog, horse, 
or favourite of any kind), there is always a natural tendency towards 
spoiling it a little; that is, towards rendering it vain, exacting, 
wilful, useless, or disagreeable, by the excess of our manifestations 
of admiration, and the concessions we make to all its sa3rings and 
doings, however capricious and hurtful. Our present business, 
however, is not so much with the good children, the pretty good, or 
the not-so-very-good-neither children, but the tip-top specimen of 
a “ On’y nook ” at the portrait ! 

The tumult having subsided, the uncles and aunts were enabled 
to offer a few words of recognition and merry-Christmas-wishing to 
the two grandmammas, and, at the same time, to perceive that 
Mr. and Mrs. Mereditli (we beg Darling’s Petkin’s pardon ! we 
mean papa and mamma) had entered the room. The family now 
commenced a kind and solicitous conversation together, on the various 
gains, losses, changes, and prospects, which had occurred to each 
otlier since they met last Christmas ; and this interesting conversa- 
tion and affectionate intercourse was allowed to continue uninter- 
rupted almost to the extent of fifteen minutes, during’ the whole of 
which time Darling Petkin was busily and silently occupied alone, in 
a distant corner, eating greedy handsful of many-coloured “himdreds 
and thousands,'” varied by sundry dips into paper packets brought 
him by Uncle Ben, containing bulls* -eyes, kisses, hardbake, almond 
sugar-plums, alicumpane, barley sugar, gingerbread, white sugar- 
candy, pipe peppermint, lollipop squibs, a quire-and-a-half of par- 
liament, and everlastings. These little tokens of remembrance and 
affection, without which the giver would have met with a very 
different reception, were deposited in Darling Petkin’s hands by 
inamma, to go and put away in his own pretty cupboard and drawers, 
and to take out only a little from each packet every day after dinner. 

When the various greetings of the family had been exchanged. 
Aunt Nancy, looking at her watch, and observing that it wanted 
half-an-hour of dinner, drew a roll of paper from her pocket, and 
making a great deal of rustling in unfolding it, besides manifesting a 
more than usually grave look, she thus produced a silence fraught with 
expectation, during which she cast an interrogative glance around. 
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“ Oh ! do, Aunt Nancy ! exclaimed several voices apparently 
proceeding from minds previously instructed, or else very rapidly 
sympathetic ; “ oh ! do read it.** 

“ Pray do I — yes, pray do ! ** murmured papa and mamma, and 
several friends of the family. Aunt Nancy bowed her head with an 
air of self-complacency, which she intended for general respect, and 
commenced reading : — 

* The production of a rational essay on infant education, is at 

once an undertaking and an event of the most * ** 

Rub-duh-a-dub ! — Such were the sounds evidently destined to 
accompany Aunt Nancy’s learned recitative; for Darling Petkin, 
having eaten hardbake and lollipops tiU he was nearly sick, suddenly 
came to the perception that he was no longer an object of interest 
to the company present, who, instead of being solely occupied with 
him, were actually going on very well among themselves without 
him! He, therefore, jumped up, seized his drum, and began to 
strut knee-foremost round the room, and through the seated party, 
beating it with all his might, sometimes on the head, sometimes with 
a ** tack-tacking” noise on the tin sides or wooden rim, and bloating 
out his cheeks and stomach as he ejaculated a “ row-de*dow** as semi-^ 
chorus to the “ rub-a-dub” of his belaboured instrument. Aunt Nancy’s 
theoretic essay was, therefore, compelled to proceed with an obligato 
accompaniment on the drum, by the celebrated Darling Petkin. 

“ * The production of a rational ’ ” — rack, tack-a-tack, dub, dub ! 
— “ * a rational system of* *’ — rub ! — “ ‘ infant’ ” — dub ! — “ ‘ edu- 
cation ; * my dearest child ! pray stop for only a few minutes ! ” — 
rub-a-dub-a-dub ! — “ ‘ The production,* I repeat, ‘ of a rational 
system of * ” — row-de-dow ! — “ ‘ of infant education* — my darling, 
pray wait a minute ! — ‘ is at once an imdertaking and an event of* ** 
— ti-ti-rub ! — “ * the most* ” — ri-tum-dub ! — “ ‘ vital importance.* ** 
— Rub-a-dub ! a-dub I dub-doo ! — “ ‘ It is of most vital importance, 
not only to one’s own country, but to the * ” — row-de-dow ! — “ ‘ world 
at large. Instead of the erroneous* ** — tack-a-rack, a-rack! — 
“ * methods hitherto practised,* ** — row-dow-de-dow I — “ ‘ the pro- 
found system I have adopted, of always permitting a child to* ” — 
rub-a-dub, a-dub ! — “ ‘ to have its own way in everytliing * ” — ri- 
tum-ti I — “ * is one, easy of accomplishment ; and the results are 
equally* ** — rum-d-tum, ti-tum ! — “ ‘ easy to be foreseen.* ” — Row- 
de-dow, de-dow, doodle-doo ! ** 

* But, as they grow up, there is the * ** — rub ! — ** ‘ there is 
the * ** — rub I — “ ‘ there is ' — my dear, sweet child ! do, pray be 
quiet — only one moment! — ‘ there,* I say, * is the’ ** — rub “ ‘ in 
fact, the very greatest* ” — dub -a-dub ! — “ ‘ necessity that the adult 
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should, of its own good* ” — row, de-dow, de-dow ! — “ ‘of its own 
good sense, should see the propriety, as well as prudence, of ’ '* — 
ti-tiddley-ti ! — “ ‘ of acting on a totally different plan.* ** — Tack-a- 
rack, dub, dub ! — “ My dearest little boy ! ’* — row-de-dow, de-dow, 
toodle-loo ! — “ poor grandmamma ! *’ — ti-rub ! — “ her head aches. 
Darling Pet ! *’ — yah! row-de-dow, de-dow, rub-a-doo ! — “ Oh fie ! 
Uncle Ben 1 — see ! he*s got the other drum, to help Darling beat 
his tattoo ! ’* — Tra ! tra-a-a-a, ti-rum 1 tra, tra-a-a-a-ti-dum ! — rub, 
dtt6-a-rub-a-rub, rub-de-doo ! tra-a-a-a-a-a-a-rub, dwi-a-rub-a-rub, 
rub-de-doo ! hurra-a-a ! 

It is not very necessary to inform the reader that Aunt Nancy*s 
learned essay on infant education was quite overwhelmed ; and the 
discomfited spinster replaced it in her pocket, witli a look expressive 
of very mixed and confusing thoughts and emotions. Bless his 
dear, sweet face ! ** murmured mamma, “ what a colour he has got ! 
— he*s so fond of his drum. Aunt Nancy ! ” Whereupon, everybody 
in the room, except one personage, uttered some ejaculation of 
admiration ; and Uncle Benjamin, and two of the aunts, ran and 
covered him with kisses, and then carried him round the room on 
their crossed arms. 

The one personage who did not contribute his voice to the 
applause of Darling Petkin*s performance, was a corpulent, elderly 
gentleman, who had arrived in his own carriage at the same time as 
the batch of uncles and aunts, but of whom we have no more been 
able to take any notice up to the present moment, than were the 
company assembled. Mr. Scrope Bellyfield had, therefore, sat in 
pompous silence, with an expression of much disgust and irritation. 
He was evidently very vain of his great, fat person ; and wore a 
high -crested, rich-curling, dark brown wig, not unlike the head-dress 
of George IV. Mr. Scrope Bellyfield was, moreover, a great exacter 
of all sorts of admiration and attention : first, because, to do him 
justice, he was really a man of superior understanding, education, 
and great general information ; and, secondly, because he possessed 
immense wealth and influence, and “ commanded’* the votes of half 
the “independent freeholders’* in his county. For this county, 
Mr. Meredith was most anxious to be returned to parliament ; and, 
as the day of election was approaching, he had recently sought the 
friendship and advice of Mr. Scrope Bellyfield, who seemed disposed 
to exert himself exclusively in his favour. Mr. Meredith, and the 
whole family, were, consequently, anxious to shew him every attention 
on the present occasion, although they had not yet been able to find 
any opportunity, except in helping him to alight from his carriage. 

Mr. Meredith had stood rubbing his hands, witli an obsequious 
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preparatory air, beside the arm-chair of Mr. Scrope Belly field, 
during the lecture which had just been drummed into the ears of the 
party, as though he would fain have entered into some very interest- 
ing and deferential conversation ; but the corpulent visitor was too 
irritated, and sat with an expression of assumed abstraction, pre- 
tending not to see him. 

The dinner bell now resounded from the hall, add the whole 
party made a show of escorting Mr. Bel]3riield, as they adjourned to 
the dining-room ; but somehow or other, it happened that Darling 
Petkin got in the very centre of the group, and fairly carried off 
“ the attention.” They all took their seats at the table, Mr. Bellyfield 
being placed at the right hand of ** mamma,” who had Darling 
Petkin upon her knee. Grandmamma Meredith, it was observed, 
had not taken her place ; whereupon Mr. Meredith informed the 
family, that she had retired with a bad headache to lie down for an 
hour or two. “ Ah ! ” murmured mamma, “ she has been com- 
plaining a good deal of late ; the weather, you see, — the cold is too 
much for her ; she will be better when she has been bled : John 
has gone off for Dr. Mayton. Shall I help you to a little soup, 
Mr. BeUyfield?” 

Thank you, madam,” replied the great gentleman in a formal 
voice, bowing his red face almost down into his plate. 

“ Me, too, mamma ! — me, too ! ” 

“ Yes, my dear ! ” — there, love ! — I’ll just give him a spoonful 
to begin with : I know Mr. Bellyfield will excuse it.” 

“ Me, mamma ! me ! ” 

“Yes, my darling ! — bless the child ! the sweetmeats have made 
him 80 thirsty. Now, Mr. Bellyfield.” 

“ Oh, no sort of hurry, madam ! ” ejaculated the gentleman ; 
and down went his face again towards his plate, with preposterous 
courtesy. 

It would be too arduous a task to ourselves, and too provocative 
to our readers, were we to attempt to give a progressive description 
of the scene which continued through this most trying dinner. 
During the whole time did the victorious Darling Petkin sit, and 
persist in sitting, on mamma’s knee ; interrupting every attempt she 
made to address anybody but himself ; fretfully engrossing all her 
attention ; and, in his imceasing attempts to engross the attention of 
everybody else, as he had always been permitted to do, thoroughly 
confusing and defeating all general conversation. The effect upon 
the spirits of everybody present, mamma and Uncle Ben perhaps 
excepted, was that of unmitigated and unconquerable exhaustion and 
disgust. But no one had the “ cruelty” to say so ; and few of the 
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family admitted the fact to themselves. What all the visitors 
thought, was easy to perceive ; what Mr. Bellyfield, in particular, 
thought and felt> we dare not venture to conjecture. He enjoyed 
the reputation throughout the country of being an excellent com- 
panion in all societies 5 a man who possessed “ a fund of anecdote ** 
and urbanity. Certainly, on the present occasion he manifested no 
signs whatever of anything of the kind. He made no movement, 
except to eat, and to bow his head when papa and the uncles asked 
him to do them the honour of taking wine ; and he never opened 
his mouth, except to reply in monosyllables. His face, charged 
with colour, presented the peculiarly ominous black-redness of 
long-suppressed breath ; his manner ^was characterised by terrible 
composure ; his silence was like the preliminary pause before the 
explosion of some capacious mine. 

We pass over the dinner: the recollection of it has a choking 
effect. The dessert was placed upon the table ; the guests now 
bethought them of merry Christmas, and were anxious to talk of old 
times. But there was no doing anything with Darling Petkin in the 
room, except to listen and admire, or endure and be silent. There 
he sat, on mamma’s knee, who was ready to faint from exhaustion, yet 
did not possess enough fortitude to send him to bed ; there he sat, 
with his sweetmeats before him, his cheeks, mouth, and chin, be- 
gaumed with coloured sugars, tart, cake, and orange, all of which he 
insisted continually upon having kissed ; there he sat, with messed 
hands, and “sticky” fingers, catching at the contents of every dish 
in his reach, or that he caused to be brought within his reach ; then, 
flinging the conglomeration about the table, or into the plates of 
those who were nearest ; and, finally, wiping his grimy little paws 
on mamma's satin dress, or on her cheek, and throat, under pretence 
of playful fondness. 

The crawling clock-hands eventually worked their way into the 
middle of the fatigued night, and Darling Petkin's eyelids became 
heavy, as he made the preparatory movement to go to sleep in 
mamma's arms. It was now thought a little efibrt might cautiously be 
made to try and get him up stairs without her, so that she might 
have half an hour's respite to devote to her guests and family. The 
little effort was made in the following manner : — 

“ My sweetest ! '' murmured mamma, pressing the child closer to 
her bosom ; “ will my sweetest go to his bed ? '' 

“ No, I sarnt — sarnt go-a-bed.'' 

“ Aunt Nancy,'' pursued mamma, “ has got a little finger that 
knows it's time Darling went to his own pretty bed. Little finger, 
what's o'clock ? '' 
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Here the accomplished theorist on infant education held up her 
gifted digit. 

“There! Aunt Nancy’s little finger says it’s very late; and 
Darling will be so glad to go to his bed — won’t he ? ” 

“ No, no, no ! ” squealed the peevish Petkin. 

“ My precious lamb ! how feverish his dear face and hands are ! 
ifo go to his bed.” 

“ Ay, do goey, love ; ” echoed Aunt Nancy, in the tenderest 
voice ; “ Oh ! don’t beat mamma ; you’ve hit her on the chin — 
see ! you’ve made poor mamma ky ! — poor mamma !” 

Here poor mamma made a show of crying, during which the 
sweet lamb settled himself in her lap, and fell fast asleep. He was 
thus carried up to bed. 

Now, in good sooth, did all present, shifting themselves in their 
seats, take a fresh breath, and reverting to merry Christmas, prepare 
to have a pleasant hour, and toast old times. Even Mr. Scrope 
Bellyfield, shewed signs of emerging from his pompous austerity and 
smouldering silence, and gazed at “ poor mamma,” with an expres- 
sion in which some commiseration for her pale, worn face, was 
mingled with contempt and irritation at her moral weakness. Mr. 
Meredith now began to get alive, and pulling down his waistcoat and 
wristbands, and stretching his arms, called for fresh decanters of wine 
and clean glasses. The table was also cleared, and covered afresh 
with plates of oranges, olives, cakes, dried fruits, &c. “ And now,” 

quoth Mr. Meredith, rising with a bumper in his hand, and looking 
towards Mr. Scrope Bellyfield, “And now, I have to propose a 
toast ! ” 

A loud yell from the nursery arrested Mr. Meredith’s progress. 
Darling Pet having had his sleepy face washed before being placed 
in his bed, had so completely recovered himself as to insist upon 
coming down stairs again. He was now heard on his way, beating 
his drum, and singing and shouting, as he descended. Papa, how- 
ever, began his speech again, in hopes of finishing before the accom- 
paniment overwhelmed him. 

“ I have to propose” — rub-a-dub-dub ! — “ a toast to you all,” — - 
ti, rub-a-dub, rub ! — “ which, I’m sure, you must drink with delight.’* 
— Row-de-dow, rack-a-tack too ! “ It is the health of a guest, who 

has honoured us here with his” — rub-a-dub-dub, doodle-doo! — “a 
gentleman, whose well-known urbanity, and fund of anecdote, is the 
universal ” 

The tumultuous entrance of Darling Petkin here rendered the 
speaker quite inaudible, and “poor papa,” casting a deplorable look 
at deplorable mamma, fairly gave it up,* and sat down. 
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The Spoilt Child was in his night-gown and nightcap ; his 
drum was slung round his neck ; he had a sword at his side, and a 
drumstick in one hand, while he used a wooden gun as a drumstick 
in the other. In the very middle of the table did he insist upon 
being placed, with his drum before him, and then he commenced an 
uproar and havoc on everything within his range, such as we shall 
refrain from attempting to describe. At length, by a whirl of his 
gun, the sweet lamb smote a tall candle, which falling sideways, 
touched the head-dress of Grandmamma Thompson, and set it all in 
a blaze. With a loud screaming, “ Take me, mamma! ” (while Uncle 
Ben extinguished the fiery old crown) the sweet lamb flew along the 
table to mamma’s expanded arms, and, in doing so, overturned a 
heavy cut-gla^s decanter, which rolled off the table, and fell with one 
edge upon the toe of Mr. Scrope Bellyfield ! 

“ Base urchin ! ” ejaculated the long-smouldering and now 
agonised and infuriate gentleman, jumping up with a rapidity never 
to be anticipated from one so corpulent, and extending his right 
arm, the clenched fist whereof trembled above the table with passion ; 

Base urchin 1 is it to see and hear your yells and antics that I am 
invited to this place to-day ! Was I inveigled here to enjoy your 
pretty play and prattle close to my elbow all dinner-time ! — to feel 
continual gouts of gravy, and bits of fat and sweetmeat dropped 
upon my knees ! — to have filbert maggots tossed into my waistcoat, 
and orange juice and pips shot and squirted into my very face! — 
Mr. Meredith ! — sir ! — this is not to be endured. Talk of system — 
tlieory — infant education, indeed ! — your advisers are lamentably in 
the dark. There is not one idea entertained upon the subject by 
that child’s grandmammas, uncles, aunts, nor, give me leave to say, 
sir, by his papa or mamma, which is not directly the opposite of 
right. I wish distinctly to say, that the whole system of behaviour 
and treatment adopted towards that creature, is as wrong and inju- 
rious to him now, and will be for his future life, as possible. A more 
ruinous system could scarcely be invented by the most elaborate 
intention of mischief. You think I say all this only because he has 
flung a decanter upon my toe ; but I don’t. It is the pain, sir, 
which has shot the truth out of me all of a lump. I say again, a 
more complete specimen of an atrocious ‘ Spoilt Child * I never 
read or heard of — with all my ‘ fund of anecdote ; ’ — so base an 
urchin I never saw in the most tormenting dream ! ” 

With these words, Mr. Scrope Bellyfield floundered out of the 
room, and left the house, never again to set foot in it. Mr. Meredith 
never had the satisfaction of writing M.P. after his name : he saw it 
was of no use to stand an election. 
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THE OLD LORD. 


Thou art a Lord, and nothmt'; bid a Lord! 
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THE OLD LORD. 


BY ECHION. 


Nothing but a Lord ! why, then, nothing ! Doff your hats to the 
important cipher, ye smoke-worshipping crowds ! — ^bow low and greet 
it gracefully, philosophers, statesmen, churchmen, men of genius, 
and men of war ! It is my lord, his grace, the Duke of Summers- 
court, by the law of primogeniture, possessed of revenues so enormous 
that he could not possibly spend his entire income, even if, in addition 
to the liberal outlay his station requires, his grace should amuse 
himself by daily sowing an acre of his broad lands with golden 
sovereigns, or yield to the patriotic idea of driving a carriage-load of 
the same* every morning to the Treasury to pay off the National 
Debt. These revenues are principally derived from lands given to 
my lord's grim and helmeted ancestors by WiHiam of Normandy, 
upon occasion of their accompanying the warlike duke upon his 
amiable invasion to see what they could get ; and, although the pos- 
sessions of this noble family, like those of many others, have suffered 
the contingencies of war and political changes of all kinds, yet by a 
fortuitous concurrence of events, and unlike many others, the whole 
have been recovered to the family, and much “ glebe added thereto’* 
— our noble hero claiming large slices of several fine English counties. 
You may ride miles and miles in one country, — ^ay, for half the day — 
and still see nothing on one side of the road but his grace's fences. 

However we may philosophise or utilitarianise upon the subject, 
there is something, we confess, exciting to the fancy in the view of 
a lordly domain, possessed by a family whose ancestors were lords 
of the same soil, and walked beneath the same trees (not quite so 
venerable and gigantic), and moved in cavalcade down the same long 
avenues centuries back. We can scarcely believe but that some of 
the rooks we see now were alive when our hero’s ancestors carried 
their banners to the fields of Cressy and Agincourt. The old 
armour in the hall connects the dreamy past with the fleeting 
present; the habergeon worn by Fitzmaurice Fitz-Marmaduke, in 
1066 , speaks for the honour, dignity, and exclusiveness of the fine 
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spun coat, and for the untarnished lustre of the star upon it, worn 
by his present grace in 1839; and, strangely different in character 
as the noble relations might appear, could we behold them now alive 
together at Bottlebury Abbey, quaffing the same Burgundy, there 
would be found at the hearts their same deeply-entrenched and 
immoveable aristocratic pride : indeed, there is a pretty little story 
told in “ the circles*’ of our Old Lord’s father, the late duke, which 
proves the exposure of this feeling under ciicumstances, which, in 
our day, we cannot but think would dictate its suppression. The 
story is as follows : — • 

The duke was in the pain ting- room of Sir Joshua Reynolds, 
talking in warm terms of a picture which he called a Titian. The 
president quietly said he had seen the picture, and did not think it 
was by Titian. 

“ How, sir !” cried his grace, “ do you mean to say that picture 
is not genuine ?” 

“ You may depend upon it, roy lord,” replied Sir Joshua, “ Titian 
never saw it.” 

The duke’s countenance reddened beneath his powdered wig as 
he passionately vociferated, at the same time shaking his clouded 
cane over the little president’s head, ” Do yoa dare, sir, to dispute 
with me on the merits of a picture ?” 

We would have given something to have seen Sir Joshua’s ex- 
pression at that moment : what the sensitive mind of a man of genius 
would feel we can concieve, but, whatever the tumult of his thoughts, 
all that happened was, 

** He shifted his trumpet, and only took snufil** 

Re 3 molds felt the insult keenly ; he appealed to Burke and Johnson, 
asking their advice under the circumstances. 

” Pooh, pooh,” said Johnson, “ you must take no notice of it ; you 
live by these people.” 

Now, had our great painter lived a few centuries earlier, and 
encountered a duke so boldly in opinion, the chances are he would 
have been turned head over heels by a blow from an iron hand, or 
have been spitted like a bit of meat with a huge sword. We cannot 
conceive such a scene occurring in our times : who can fancy, without 
laughing at the absurd conceit, the Duke of Bedford brandishing his 
stick over the head of Wilkie, or his Grace of Sutherland running a 
tilt at Callcott ? 

• This is told by a Teteran artist now living, and who was intimate with 
Reynolds; we believe it has never 'before been published. 
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We beg to inform those unfortunate persons who have never yet 
had the chance of seeing a lord, that there are various kinds ; tall 
lords and short lords — handsome and ugly — amiable and irritable 
— clever and stupid — in short, varying like men of common clay j 
some lords wear very bad hats and others very smart ones ; there 
are mean-looking lords, to whom Nature, satisfied with giving a 
title, has denied the capability of appearing like gentlemen. Lord 
Orubble was one of these, and, from his deficiency in the power of 
making up the genteel, occasioned an awkward mistake to an old 
lady at a crowded party. His lordship was cooling his heels on the 
staircase, when the lady above-mentioned, issuing from the rooms, 
mistook him for one of the footmen, and very civilly requested he 
would order her carriage. “ With the greatest pleasure,*’ said his 
lordship, moving towards his hat which lay on a chair. The manner 
and the hat opened the eyes of the old lady : ** Dear me,” she ex- 
claimed, “ I beg your pardon I am sure, but really servants are so 
much like gentlemen now-a-days ! ” Whether the poor old creature 
finished her night’s entertainments by taking a dose of prussic acid, 
we are not informed. His lordship told the story with great glee ; 
no matter what he was taken for, he was still Lord Grubble. There 
are also fine-looking gentlemanly lords, and some we have seen 
would not disgrace the ranks of the Royal Horse Guards Blue. 

Our Old Lord is a thing apart from the mixed crowd of nobles ; 
he is not of the last batch, and he knows it. All his state and 
equipage sit as easy upon him, as upon a journeyman his accustomed 
wages. It is as natural for him to possess so much, as for the labourer 
on his farm to possess so little. He does not perceive anything 
more in the existence of such vast distinctions between man and man 
than as necessary distributions of Providence, for the balance of the 
social frame, and for the opportunity it afibrds the wealthy to exercise 
their benevolence — a virtue they always possess. His grace subscribes 
largely to every charitable institution in the country ; as patron, pre- 
sident, vice-president, or chairman, his title is identified with power 
assisting weakness ; to the rest he is indifferent — individual peti- 
tioners are bores requiring strong recommendation, and although we 
will not venture to say of our hero, he 

“ holds it for a rule 

That every man in want is knave or fool/* 

he dislikes a beggar as a dog abhors mustard. 

The Old Lord is of an “ order” he feels bound to ” stick to;” he 
supports it as a main prop of the constitution, and watches jealously, 
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from his seat in the House of Peers, every attempt to encroach 
thereupon. The agricultural interest is another of his darlings, 
v^hich his vote carefully guards and “ covereth with its wing.” 
Our picture represents him in his place in “ the House,” where 
he quietly waits for the division ; as he is nothing but a lord, he 
never speaks. Our artist has certainly “ hit him off” well: there 
is a mixture of delicacy and aristocratic pride in the profile — a 
sloping-off in the forehead, denoting inactivity of the thinking qua- 
lities ; we fancy the clean, white, powdered head, the fineness of the 
skin and complexion, and the whiteness of the hands. The unlimited 
power of indulgence in youth, and an habitual luxurious style of 
living — ^in spite of healthy rides on horseback and the sports of the 
field — have left their impression, and distinguish my lord from 
Squire Weathergreen, whose rubicund face perpetually shines and 
smiles with inward satisfaction. The squire would make a most 
undignified lord; he could not sufiSciently repress his feelings. 
Whether my lord ever feels delighted we know not, he certainly 
never appears so : it seems impc^sible to prick him into a transport. 

So ample is the space, so generous the wide circumference of 
circumstances amid which stands “ The Duke” — so exclusive in 
short his position — that, unlike the common race of men, he has 
never known what it is to be jostled in the crowds of life. The 
tails of his coat are in no danger firom contact with the baker’s man ; 
the star on his breast runs no risk of reflecting the brassy light from 
the numbered plate sewn over the heart of the charity-boy. All 
about him bears the same elbow-room character, the entrance to his 
hall — the hall itself — betoken a liberality of space which strikes a 
sort of respect into the mind, and, with the addition of the groups of 
liveried servants keeping post or moving about, must be calculated 
to fill the heart of a humble applicant for admission to the presence 
of his grace, with despair: while ascending the marble stairs our 
reverence increases, but when treading over the soft carpets of the 
long suite of apartments, in that noiseless step all self-importance 
sinks, and the power of wealth and rank momentarily triumphs over 
plebeian nerves. In the extensive park where the deer feed, and 
the old trees extend for miles around — forming deep shades and 
solitary looking avenues, where the enormous oaks and elms seem 
grand parts of nature, above the caprice and interference of man’s 
cultivation or possession, the thoughts sink deeper : ** Are these 
God’s trees ? ” — “ They are my lord’s !” 

Many persons in society seem to possess a homage-paying spirit 
to the nobility far beyond the rest of the world ; they are gifted 
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with a peculiar facility in bowing, ducking the head, and taking off 
their hats to lords and ladies ; the sight of a lord is to them an event 
far greater than would be that of a Shakspeare or Milton. Mr. 
Stubbs tells his wife he saw Lord Mizzle this morning — Lord Mizzle 
being a person neither. Mr. nor Mrs. Stubbs are acquainted with in 
the least degree, nor do they possess the remotest chance of becoming 
so ; Mr. Stubbs, moreover, is unacquainted with any anecdote con- 
nected with his lordship, and is, likewise, ignorant of his residence ; 
somebody however told him, the gentleman so well mounted, with 
groom to match, was Lord Mizzle : it was enough for Stubbs — he 
had seen a lord, and a sort of satisfaction floats in his mind during 
the remainder of the day. How absurd it would appear now if a friend 
of Stubbs had pointed out to him a well-dressed gentleman, and said, 
** Stubbs, that’s Mr. Johnson ; ” and Stubbs without knowing any- 
thing about the said Johnson, or making any inquiry, were to go to 
his wife, and communicate the important intelligence — “ My dear, I 
have seen Mr. Johnson.** **Who*s Mr. Johnson?** inquires Mrs. 
Stubbs ; “ I don’t know, my dear.” “ But what concerning him ? ** 
“ Oh, nothing, only I saw him pass down China Row.” 

Excluded people ! nothing but enormous wealth or great distin- 
tion in the world will admit you within the magic domestic circles of 
the aristocracy. You may see their dresses at the drawing-room, 
their splendour in jewellery, furnitut'e, and table entertainment at 
their fStes, but to spend a few days in a quiet way with the duke 
and duchess and their family is the lot of few out of the “ order.” 
You must be a physician or an artist to do it. Fascinating is the 
life to a man of the world, who is in a situation to feel at ease in such 
society ; if he is observant, and alive to elegant enjoyment of every 
kind, he will be content to remain a denizen of this sphere ; every 
thing seems provided against any hitch in the smooth running hours 
of amu^ment — all is easy and pleasant — the duke’s house is the 
visiter’s paradise. 

Look how hit servants do attend on thee, 

Each in his office ready at thy beck.’* 

A horse or a carriage is at command. If you are inclined for sport, 
there is a gun (if you have not your own) ; and you may either join 
a party in a battue, or wander among the preserves to knock down 
whatever may get up ; or you may take your rifle and bring home a 
buck. You have made a capital breakfast; you found my lord 
already seated at table— a pile of newspapers by his side ; these he 
reads while he sips his chocolate. He asks you some few questions. 
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and leaves you to select from the multitude of good things what may 
best please your palate ; 

“ I’m quite ashamed — ’tis mighty rude 
To eat so much — but all 's so good.” 

Venison ham, the cold haunch itself, cold game, and fowls, fruit, 
&c., load a side-table, and divide your choice with hot steaks and 
mutton-chops, marmalade, eggs, &c,, temptingly placed before you : 
but more arrivals attract your attention to the company. As each 
lady or lord or gentleman is seated, a servant offers the choice of 
tea or coffee, which is instantly provided, without any waiting for 
either being made. The ladies are lively and beautiful. Plans of 
amusement are formed for the day ; the weather being fine, they are 
of course to be executed abroad. But it is impossible you can pass 
over without observation the charming breakfast-room itself ; and 
the view from the window, which is wide open, admitting sight and 
scent of flowers. Pictures hang around you, each of which is a h^ou 
worth your whole income. Whilst you eat your broiled ham, you 
may feast your eyes upon an exquisite head by Reynolds, and enjoy 
the coffee and a Gainsborough at once. You wonder the Old Lord 
never looks at them himself (he will make some applicable remark, 
perhaps, if he catches you doing so), and that he can keep poking 
over those newspapers whilst there is so much of enchantment around 
him. The Old Lord is at home. We have said nothing of the duchess : 
she is at Roseberry, a seat of the duke*s in Devonshire. The fact is, 
her grace is seldom at Bottlebury Abbey at any time but Christmas ; 
she prefers Belgrave Square, or Newburgh Lodge, but Roseberry is 
her favourite retreat in September. The duke retires to his own 
room, to confer with his steward or write letters. (Parliamentary 
reports amuse him at his town house, in the season.) A slight degree 
of restraint seems removed from nephews, nieces, and visiters ; some 
have but just made their appearance : there is a great deal of talk — 
the Honourable Augustus Murryane takes the lead. He is a con- 
ceited fellow : the ladies quiz him — the men hate him. In his 
eagerness to show off, he breaks a valuable dish — no trifle would buy 
its fellow : he appears, at first, disconcerted : but his impudence 
carries him through without a blush. Comments are freely made 
upon the dandy china-breaker in his absence ; and, in spite of his 
hair, he is pronounced a bore. 

The breakfast-party at length breaks up. The Ladies Seraphina, 
G^orgiana, Clementina Fitz-Marmaduke "attend to their lady-guests ; 
and — sweeping through the rooms with an air and manner exclusively 
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the property of the aristocracy — dignified, easy, gracelul — followed 
and preceded by a train of “ darling pets” — spaniels, terriers, pugs, 
greyhounds, blood-hounds, and every “ Scotch variety” — repair to 
their own apartments, to indulge, for an hour or two, in their various 
accomplishments. The carriages are ordered after luncheon. Others, 
to whom Bottlebury Abbey is a novelty, wander through the galleries 
of pictures, statues, drawings, and miniatures. Of course there are 
portraits of the duke and duchess, by Lawrence ; and one of his 
grace before he lost his hair, by Hopner ; a long list of Vandykes — 
portraits of ancestors : or the library and billiard-room are inspected. 

You issue, ready for your expedition. Before the hall-door, on 
the gravel sweep, are groups of saddle-horses and grooms. Servants, 
with children (mushroom dukes and duchesses), are walking about 
the garden and green plot. A travelling carriage has just crossed 
the bridge over the beautiful piece of water, where the proud swan 
enjoys his state ; it contains a noble family, which has just taken its 
departure. Some of the gentlemen, arrayed in fanciful sporting 
costume, are talking in groups. There are Lords Augustus Fitz- 
osborn Fitz-Marmaduke, his grace’s second son (the Marquess, 
with his family, is on the Continent), and Lionel Fitzmaurice 
Fitz-Marmaduke : the Marquess of Headalbane, son to the Duke 
of Boltaway ; Lord Henry Fitz-Marmaduke, my lord’s brother, and 
his son, Mr. Henry Fitz-Marmaduke : all these exalted personages, 
in their ordinary costume, possess an air distinguk^ but some of them 
are so disguised in sporting attire, one might fancy them the natives 
of an uncivilised and savage country. 

After a day’s pleasant sport, you return in time to hear the first 
dinner-bell, repair to your room, dress, and descend to the drawing- 
room. My lord is standing in the midst of a group, which is composed 
principally of ” fresh arrivals : ” he asks you a few questions respecting 
your day’s sport, and recommends you to try another preserve the 
next day. Dinner is announced. The duke takes the lady of highest 
rank ; and, according to this etiquette, the whole party moves towards 
the dining-room. The magnificent room in which you dine, and 
splendidly-furnished table, have no power to wean your thoughts from 
“ the haunch.” The exercise of the morning has prepared you to 
do justice to my lord’s hospitality ; and, after two or three glasses of 
wine, you are more at leisure to attend to conversation. Here you 
feel a want : there are plenty of pleasant, superficial talkers ; but you 
would like a few men of genius whom you know, to participate in the 
luxuries before you — 

“ To share the Tcn’son, and partake the wine.” 
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After the ladies have retired, you enjoy the claret, and get into tree 
and easy conversation with all around. Suddenly, a simultaneous 
rising of the party seems to take place, with the exception of the 
duke and yourself. You are left together — 

A dreadful noise is heard without — the door of the dining-room 
is burst open with the force as of a whirlwind ; a mob of servants in 
the duke’s livery rushes in, armed with clubs, fowling-pieces, pokers, 
and other formidable weapons; in the rear are two figures in 
white caps, brandishing spits — they are the cook and confectioner. 
“ Where is his grace ?*’ cries the foremost of the gang, a stout, well- 
fed-looking, red-faced creature with powdered hair : “ We are re- 
solved, my lord, to make known our wrongs and to obtain redress. 
Our sufferings cannot be known to your grace, or we are sure they 
would have been relieved. Why, my lord, we ask — why are we 
fed on nothing but venison and game ? — why, for these many weeks, 
not allowed to touch butcher’s meat ? We want a plain answer. 

The Old Lord seems about to speak : his face has turned ashy pale 
with rage, but he is unable to give utterance to a word. You start 
up firom your chair, and address the powdered rebels . — 

“ Fat and pampered wretches ! Have ye not heard, * he is a 
fool who quarrels with his bread and butter ? * — and whai bread and 
butter is yours ! Think of the poor wretches in workhouses — the 
common labourers — the manufacturers : but it is vain reasoning with 
you ; your good living, easy work, and liberal pay, beggar your wits. 
I see how it is — ^you think my lord saves by giving you venison.” 

Here a cry of “ No, no !” 

“ Well, I tell you what I will do, if you will one and all peaceably 
retire to your several offices. I will engage that to-morrow you 
shall have mutton broth and hard dumplings for dinner. I have 
influence with the duke, and I will guarantee you this favour.” 

** Thank ye, sir, thank’ee,” bursts firom the crowd as you con- 
clude your harangue. The malcontents turn tail, and vanish from 
the room. You sink into a train of reflections, raised by this singular 
scene, and seem to account for the Old Lord’s indifference to the 
beauty of his possessions. That a man should ever be tired of 
venison ! ’T is strange — such is human nature. After a long interval, 
during which you have no distinct recollection of anything happening, 
you And yourself at full length reclined upon an ottoman close under 
the window, the moon shining full upon you. You rouse yourself, 
and rather think you drank too much claret : you make your way to 
your room, slink to bed, and dream again of the Old Lord. 
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BY CORNELIUS WEBBE. 


He answers to the name of John Justin Bubb promptly — a name 
that fiirnished the parochial wits with much amusement on the 
day of his election : for, before the state of the poll was declared, 
those facetious persons tried often to impress upon his mind that he 
was not John Just-^in Bubb, but John Just-oui Bubb. But Bubb 
came in triumphantly by two casting votes — his butcher's (and Mr. 
Brisket wished him elected, as he had eight mouths to find in meat, 
inclusive of his own), and his baker's, who, for weighty wheaten 
reasons, came up in the nick of time and turned the scale, which 
descending, Bubb was duly delared beadle of the parish of St. 
Mary's, 

John Justin Bubb answers promptly to his name when it is 
authoritatively pronounced by a churchwarden ; or by a parish com- 
missioner for anything that pays the commission : or by 'Squire Clark, 
the great man of the parish, who has the great family-pew in the 
church, and comes, 


With all the little Clarks, 

His children, blithe as larks,” 

in the great family-carriage, from his great family-mansion, five hun- 
dred yards off, to morning service ; that in the evening being attended 
by the Clark servants only, without the great family-carriage. Mr. 
John Justin answers very quickly to his name when the rector calls 
“ Bubb," from the vestry-room : he can hear his “ Call to the Uncon- 
verted” at any corner of the church. Nay, even at “ The Red Lion" 
over the way, if the doctor invokes him, he pauses in the middle of 
his draught of ale, and wipes his mouth ; or darts down his dram, 
half fills his mouth with caraway seeds, and, chewing them as he 
goes, is at the vestry-door just as the doctor is about to call “ Bubb" 
a second time. If the doctor demands why he could not come when 
he first called, he answers that “ He heard him, and was coming ; but 
those boys — they will get into the churchyard, over rails and all, 
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before ray very face, and an angel would n’t drive them from jumping 
over the tombstones ! ” The doctor is apparently appeased — the 
rector relies on his rectitude, and does not notice how entirely out 
of drawing are the perpendicular lines which Bubb endeavours to 
preserve when standing still ; and that the horizontal lines he is 
describing, in quitting the robing*room, are serpentining, and not 
straight, and vanishing at a point in the distance. The rector detects 
nothing but the fragrance of the caraways ; and sniffs, and looks 
round the room, and asks Bubb ** If he does not remark a smell of 
something not unpleasant ? ” The wary Justin does, and lays it to 
the 8eed>cake in the cupboard ; the doctor thinks that, perhaps, 
it is that ; and Bubb would get acquitted of four quarterns of pine- 
apple rum between two — Bubb and his brother beadle, Cobbes ; but 
when the doctor looks up in his face, his eyes, which the firagrance of 
the seed-cake could not thus have affected, are plainly dodging the 
doctor, and getting into all sorts of eye-holes and comers, and turning 
and twisting about, and darting up and darting down, to avoid the 
scrutiny they are undergoing. At last the worthy doctor catches one 
eye as it is getting into the right-hand corner of his nose, and sternly 
says, ** Surely, 1 am not deceived : no 1 Bubb, you are tipsy ; that 
is to say, you are overpowered with drink ! ” 

Bubb is undoubtedly affected by such a strong charge, or some- 
thing as strong, for he staggers as he replies, ** Doctor Drawly, 
reverend and revered sir, I ’m overpowered with nothing of the sort ! 
1 ’m simply staggered, as I stand here, by so serious a charge — nothing 
more ! Me — I — drunk ? The head-beadle of this most extensive 
parish set such an example to the three beadles under him, and to 
the poor of this parish, as to be already tipsy, at twelve o’clock in the 
day ? Impossible ! It ’s a moral impossible, dearest doctor, most 
reverend sir I ” 

It is an immorality possible, sir says the doctor. 

** * Sir,’ and not * Bubb ? ’ Have 1 lived to see this day ? It is 
too much!” and, by a forcible pressure of his knuckles, the great 
snubbed rubs a drop of the rum-and-water he had been imbibing 
out of one eye ; and, as he perceives the doctor beginning to lodr 
sorry for his severity, he pleads, “ Your reverence, now, could I, 
under such an eloquent ministry as yours”— (the doctor looks still 
more sorry ) — ** after hearing, as well as I could, for the boys were 
extremely noisy, such a heavenly sermon as you delivered only 
yesterday on the virtues of intemperance ” 

Temperance,” suggests the doctor, as a correction. 

“ Could I fly in your face, or walk in your face not properly — 


Digitized by LjOOqIc 


THE BEADLE OF THE PAKISH. 


83 


not straight — and set a bad example to Cobbes, and, through him, 
to Simes and Brown, his junior beadles ? I could n*t go to do no 
such thing, your reverence ! ” 

“ Well, well, my good Bubb— ” 

** Ah, doctor, now you make me Bubb, indeed, by that conde* 
scending &mil’arity ! ” cries Bubb. 

** Go, and let me see no more of this,” continues the doctor, 
kindly. 

** No, doctor, you shall not ! ” and, glad of his acquittal, Bubb 
takes care that the worthy rector shall see no more of it, by rolling 
himself away as fast as those pedometers of the parish, his legs, can 
carry him. With a sly tap of his cane at the window of ** The Red 
Lion,” as he reluctantly passes it by, he draws Cobbes to the door, 
who understands the signal. '*The doctor’s abroad!” whispers 
Bubb, and he walks off to the right. ” Is he ?” squeaks Cobbes, 
and he walks off to the left ( and, both making a circuit round the 
houses, singularly enough they meet at the same instant at the door 
of The Blue Lion,” and look in to see that the house is orderly and 
well conducted, and that no improper characters harbour there. 

Bubb is not so particular, not so quick, he does not hurry him- 
self so much, in personally answering the curate (who is so old and 
poor, that, like an old lieutenant, he has outlived promotion) : he 
answers him at a distance, but civilly, if it is worth while answering 
him at all : if not, he lets him answer himself. 

Bubb holds up his head in a remarkably erect attitude, as though 
he were scratching the lower part of his spine with his left hand 
(his right being engaged with his stately, silver-headed staff of 
office), when Briggs, the poor organ-blower, bows to him ; and 
sometimes he says, rather condescendingly, “ How do, Briggs ? ” 
and does not wait to hear how he does, but, with a frown severe 
settled upon his imperious brows, warns him that any further fami- 
liarity he can dispense with for the present, and turns upon his heel ; 
which beholding, Briggs looks after him as he goes, and, muttering, 
creeps back to his own workhouse-hole, where there are no such 
dignified characters as Mr. Bubb, the Beadle. With Mr. Softstop, 
the organist, Bubb, in the next minute, is as open as the church - 
door — as accessible as the church — as affable os a charity-boy when 
he sees you mean to give him sixpence as the reward oi virtue, or, if 
he has not that, of merit. Mr. Bubb has been accused of pride since 
he rose to his present proud pre-eminence : we never knew a man 
who rose to anything, that wholly escaped that calumny. Yes, one 
we have heard of, who took no pride in his elevation : he could have 
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been content with a lower station ; for he saw nothing to be proud of 
in rising very high, to drop as low just when he had reached the 
climax of his climbing. Mr. Bubb, we should say, is not proud in 
himself, but in his clothes. Gold lace would degenerate directly that 
it was worn with an humble air, and look as mean a pretension as 
copper lace ; and he is conscious of that, and supports its superior 
worth with all the dignity he can. A new red waistcoat, with gold- 
worked buttons, is not, like “ the napless vesture of humility,” to be 
buttoned up to the throat, to save the ostentatious showing of no 
shirt. The parish pay for it, and the parish should witness their own 
waistcoat upon all occasions — on week-days as well as on Sundays — 
in the simplicities of his daily life, as well as upon state occasions. 
A cocked hat, edged with gold, was not designed to be passed unre- 
garded ; the very construction of it shows that its comers were meant 
to catch the eye. Black plush breeches, gold-banded and gold-but- 
toned at the knees, shining in the sun, and shifting the sunlight all 
over them, as if they courted inspection, and cared not where “ the 
garish eye of day” glanced on them, were never made to steal 
through the street. Let the man who is too conscious that his 
“tartan trews” are time-worn glide through the streets, nor dare 
the public gaze. 

Mr. Bubb is not proud : be is simply mindful that he is a great 
public specimen of the blended natural and artificial dignity of man. 
If, therefore, he affects not now the company he kept in his street- 
keeping days, before he arrived to this great eminence ; if he accepts 
not the nod of Tiffin ; and deigns not reply to Cummin’s inquiry 
into his health; and looks “duberously” at Simmons, as if he had 
a notion that he knew nothing of him somewhere — it is the officer, 
and not the man, that is thus chary of himself. No ; Bubb has a 
due sense of his dignity only : he is not proud. 

The poor have altered his opinion of the poor since he became 
head-beadle. He has heard a great deal about their poverty since, 
but, for his part, he never witnessed so much of it as is said to exist. 
“ Where is it ? Who are the poor ? Where do they live ? What 
do they want ? What would they have ? A’n’t there ten twopenny 
loaves (left by the late Alderman Guttergrub, of this great parish) 
given every one away on the first Sunday in the month ? And coals 
at Christmas ? And a shilling in money given to five poor widows ? 
And fifty flannel petticoats contended for annivally by five hundred 
decent women, being poor parishioners ? If four hundred and fifty 
go without them, whose fault is that ? They should be more pru- 
dent in their petticoats: but they won’t; that’s the worst of them, 
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poor weak creatures!’* He “don’t see that the poor are so very 
poor — not he ! They are only not so extremely well off as other 
people ! He has heard of staryation — he never saw any of it — and 
he has been now at seven parish dinners, where there was a confusion 
of everything as was in season — especially peas, which wer’n’t, and 
a guinea a-quart ! There was, it’s true, one man who was said to 
*ave died of starvation — a manufacturer of stage plays, or some of 
them wicked profanities; but how could he be starved, when, as 
soon as ever he was brought into the house, he ate so voracious, that 
he choked himself? There a’n’t so much poverty in our parish as is 
said to be, excepting among the bettermost classes.” 

It is plain that Mr. Bubb’s great sympathies are not with the 
poor: householders, with a vote, have all the sympathy he has to 
spare. To these he bows and bends, and touches and takes off 
his hat most condescendingly ; but in the presence of the poor he 
has no hat : he elevates himself, and stands erect, and, as he is six 
feet high, looks over their heads at anything — he is indifferent what 
— in the distance, while they are interceding with him ; lets them 
cry, and does not interrupt them; if they are starving, tells them 
“ There’s plenty of work;” if they are sick, prescribes for them — 
“ Take a penn’orth of bitter always, and you’ll be well enough to go 
about youf business in a week ! ” 

The poor old women are not much divided in their estimate of 
Mr. Bubb, for his conduct to them is certainly not conciliatory. A 
great officer, who listens to their wants with his left shoulder, his 
head averted all the while, as if he was going immediately, must not 
wonder if he misses their good word : for old women, with a sad 
story, do not like to be listened to by men in authority “in that 
cavalry manner,” as they term it. They do not agree in the terms 
of their dislike, but they do in the intention, as the following dialogue 
will testify : — 

First Spiteful. — “ An agreeable man, that Mister Bubb 1” 

Second Spiteful. — “ A dis-agreeable wretch, that Mister Bubb ! ” 

Third Spiteful. — “ He a beadle ! Brinks was a beadle, his 
intercessor ! He was kind to us poor creeturs, the more’s the pity ! 
— heaven help us ! But he’s gone to goodness knows where, bless 
his dear old soul ! But this Bubb, ma’am, I’ve no patience with the 
hard-hearted vagabone ! I wish I was a beadle for his sake ! ” 

Fourth Spiteful. — “ I’m sure, Mrs. Gruntle, he oughtn’t to hold 
his head so high that there’s no seeing it, though he has gotten a 
gold-lace hat on it now — more’s the shame 1 Let him look at his 
gran’mother ! ” 
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Fifth Spitefid. — “ And his wife, poor thing ! She had a fine 
time with him before he was made beadle, I’m sure ! him look 
at his own poor dear fitther ! ’* 

Sixth Spiteful. — ** Ah, Mrs. Sleeke, it’s of no use looking at 
anything in thia hard world ! Look at him— the porpus ! He’s 
so fat a’ready, that he can’t get into his own door, and he hasn’t 
been two years a beadle ! Whilst us poor crecturs (Heaven pardon 
the rash expression !) are so thin, that six of us might walk in ann- 
and-arm ! ” 

It is a remarkable fact in the natural history of beadles, that no 
sooner is one returned, by however small a majority, than the portly 
process begins ; and in about nine months after his induction, the 
Sir Plume of the parish becomes so £st, that coats, waistcoats, and 
waistbands have all to be let out, to accept and take in the greaten- 
ing man, so 

— — “ justly vain 

Of the nice conduct of his clouded cane.** 

But I have observed that, like other great men, Bubb holds 
himself superior to the calumnies of his small inferiors, and goes on 
in his own pre-eminent way, heeding nothing but the preservation 
of his white stockings from the spiteful splashing of the parish 
scavengers, to whom he is obnoxious, because, as those susceptible 
servants of the parish say, “ He wanted to domino [or domineer] 
over them, and instruct them in their line o’ life ! ” 

Mr. Bubb is charged with pride. If he will not know (that is, 
see) some persons, there are some other persons who will not see 
(that is, know) him, now that he is so considerable a man. 

** Envy doth Merit, as its shade, pursue,” 

to quote that fine copybook line of the moral poet. But Mr. Bubb 
sometimes suspects a disrespect where none exists. I saw him, the 
other day, looking with such an intense power of indignation across 
the High Street, that, if the road had been five times as wide, his 
indignant eye would have reached across it. 1 wondered what so 
moved him, till I noticed a humble-looking but gentlemanly man 
creeping close to the wall on the other side, as if he did not wish to get 
in the way of any one. And yet it was this meek, quiet creature that 
had stirred up the bile of a beadle to such bursts of invective as these : — 
** The pitiful fellow ! Who is he, that he holds his head so high, like 
my Lord Somebody in distress, and won’t acknowledge my bow ? 
— Cobbes, will you stand staring there, and see me not bowed to by 1 
don’t know what ? ” (Cobbes looked uneasy ; but what could he do ?) 
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“ Where’s your patr’odsm, sir ? Where’s your loyalty ? your love 
of country ? your respect for Church and State ? 1 blush for you ! 

Unbutton my top button, sir ! But there, you needn’t stir a peg! 
I am able myself to look him down, and look him up, and look him 
out of this extensive parish into nothing — nowhere! Keep my 
collar down, sir I ” Meek Master Cobbes complied, and, thinking to 
“ smooth the raven down” of his indignant Head “ till he smiled,” 
timidly dared to say, Good sooth, Mr. Bubb, it is up to-day 
wonderful high ! ” meaning his choler, and not the dignified cape of 
the great coat of the great Bubb. 

Cobbes! Mr. Under^eadle Cobbes! Sir!” And with an 
imperious frown he suppressed the irreverent spirit of the inferior, 
making him to shrink in his shoes ; and then magisterially he bade him 
to Take notice of that man ! 1 don’t know who he is ; but this 

I know, that I’ve seen him at the church twice if I’ve seen him 
once ; and I said at the time to Brown, that his hat was not a best 
hat — by no means a good hat, but a shabby, second-hand, exchange- 
able-looking hat — a suspicious hat. Keep your eye upon him, 
Cobbes, for I have my sirmisers / Look to him, sir, for I have my 
doubts ! Seise him, sir, if you observe he’s at all partic’lar in 
picking an empty pew with best prayer-books in it, for I am not 
without my suspicions I The fellow looks as if he’d steal a bell 
from a belfry ! He’s either a bad man or a madman ! I saw him 
give a shilling to one of our paupers the other day ; and when I gave 
him a broad hint that the sun was very warm, and going about this 
highly extensive parish was dry work in dusty weather, he gave me 
— ^what do you think ? ” 

“ Half-a-crown,” said Cobbes. 

** No, sir ; he gave me a sircastic screw of his mouth, and told 
me the parish pump was as wet and as cool as ever! What a 
reply ! — Not bow to me when I bowed — me, the head-beadle of this 
great parish 1 What is this world come to ? But this is another 
flagrant proof of the unfidelity of the age, as our doctor says. Oh, 
Cobbes, we live in awful times! — Beat that boy away! — Awful 
times ! ” 

Mr. Bubb, I noticed, after this impassioned colloquy, wiped hit 
mouth with the back of his hand ; and 1 left the worthy pair looking 
round to see who had his eyes on ** The Red Lion.” The doctor’s 
eyes were not in that dsrection. 

It must be said in praise of Mr. Bubb, that if he has not the 
respect of all men, he has all his own. No great man is on better 
terms with himself — ^therein setting a good example to the rest of 
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the world. This self-respect has led him to think lately, that, as 
beadles are elected to their high state and great trust with much 
ceremony; after much canvassing, bribery, hubbubbery, appealing 
to feelings; much repetition of the six small children, and the 
ailing mother with a seventh ; much speechifying of the parochial 
orators, clattering of cabs, jangling of hackney coaches, opposition 
of Tories, clamour of old women, indifference of Whigs, raving of 
Radicals, and roaring of boys (who put no trust in the professions 
of his canvassing letters) ; he has thought, I say, that as a beadle 
comes into office amidst such a stir and parochial uproar, that a 
foreigner would think that the next revolution of opinion (which 
everybody says is to take place) has broken out alarmingly in that 
parish, and all Europe was to be disturbed for the next fifty years, 
so a beadle should not be suffered to die out of office like the snuff 
of a candle ! And yet kings go out in the same quiet way ! But, 
then, a king is not a beadle ! 

It is already recorded that the old- womanhood of the parish do 
not love Mr. Bubb : it must now be recorded that the entire boyhood, 
including all kinds, rich and poor, dirty boyhood and dandy boyhood, 
hate him — ^he is so harsh a Herod and tyrant over those young inno- 
cents. It is remarkable that beadles never were looked upon with 
a favourable eye by youth generally. The very word “ beadle ” 
seems to them synonymous with “ chastisement,*’ in the canons 
of church discipline ; and “ canon,” as they spell it, is cane~on. 
Bubb, by his severities, has rendered the office more odious than 
ever in their young eyes. I was not surprised, therefore, at 
observing that all the Guys of the fifth of November last past bore 
a considerably greater resemblance to the burly person of Mr. Bubb, 
than to the traditional effigy of ancient Master Guido Faux, that 
“ gunpowder Percy.” Fortunately for the ends of justice, however, 
as the papers say, the worthy beadle was at that time laid up with 
his first fit of gout (for he has been in office but two years) ; and, as 
fortunately, Cobbes was too dull a beadle and a man to detect the 
audacious parody of the person of his great chief, or I know not 
what might not have happened on that memorable day. As it was, 
Bubb burnt very brilliantly at night, and was squibbed and martyred 
at the stake in a truly Christian manner, to the great edification of 
the young Protestants who assisted at his auto da fe. 

Upon the whole, it is due to this great functionary to say, that, 
notwithstanding his indifference to the poor, and the unlimited use 
he makes of his cane, he is an extremely becoming Beadle of the 
Parish. 
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He hath nbanda of all colour?* i’ tVio rambow inklca, onrbsaca, cambric 

lawns: why, he smga them over as they were Fjoda or r^oddesacs. 

I .1 . 
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** Nothing else to-day, madam ? ** 

“ N— o ; n othing else,” replies the lady ; and ere she 

has deliberately pulled on her glove, there is something else unrolled 
before her. 

”A beautiful thing, madam! and” (this is said half-confiden- 
tially) “ the first of the season.” 

The lady, with a predetermination not to buy, asks (but only in 
the way of curiosity) “ How much ? ” On this, the linen-draper's 
man, lowering his voice as though he felt within him a glow of 
shame to utter to the winds the (to her) absurdly low price for so 
beautiful an article, blandly smiles, and whispers the sum. 

” Humph ! ha ! I don’t much like the colour,”^ says the lady, — 
the article being very dear. 

” I do assure you, madam, the only colour that is, — I mean, that 
will be, worn; — a beautiful colour! Upon my honour! a colour 
that, of all colours — quite a new colour! — so far away from the 
common ! — you really — ^pray — a thousand pardons ! — ^but allow me 
to give it the benefit of a little more light ; — a delightful colour !— 
not but what it looks infinitely better in the dress than in the piece.” 

” Some colours” — ^and the lady begins to melt ; and her hus- 
band’s pocket (the poor man at the time, perhaps, driving his honest 
calling in the corn-markets or the Stock Exchange ; or, it may be, 
in the sweet precincta of Fumival’s Inn or Chancery Lane, display- 
ing the practical philanthropy of the law to Ignorant men who can- 
not understand the full philosophy of costs in its comprehensive 

* Ladies have generally a fine eye for colour, albeit they sometimes (if wo 
are to believe Dr. George G. Sigmond) exercise the faculty a little oapri- 
eiously. The doctor asserts, that even in the article of rhubarb, colour is a great 
object with the fair ; for, says the doctor, “ it is a well-known fact, that 
'fashionable dniggists* (there really ougfit to be 'fashionable viscera*) are 
obliged to gratify the eye of an elegant customer ; and many a fine lady would 
not take rhubarb if the colour did not come up to the precise standard of her 
inclinations.” 
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excellence) : we say that, as the lady relents, the pocket of her husband 
(if the pocket have sympathy — and some misanthropists have stated 
it to be the seat of the passions) must shrink with apprehension — 
“ Some colours,” says the lady, “ do look better in the dress : I 
think I ’ll try it.” 

(Here have we a golden piece of advice for all husbands and 
fathers. The advice is, we know, second-hand, but, like a second- 
hand guinea, has not lost part of its value in its transit from a friend. 

The Very Reverend Archdeacon Paley, in one of his familiar 
table discourses, touching upon the expenses brought by original 
sin upon husbands and fathers in the way of cambrics and satins, 
says : — “ I never let my women” (be it understood he spoke of 
Mrs. Archdeacon Paley and the Misses Paley) — “I never let my 
women, when they shop, take credit ; I always make them pay ready 
money, sir : ready money is such a check upon the imagination ! ” 

There is fine philosophy in this, — a fine orthodox view of human 
nature. However, as some readers may dissent from the implied 
wisdom of the position, we can supply such disagreeing parties with 
an antagonistic axiom from the self-same reverend author; for it 
is also to Archdeacon Paley we owe the following advice : — “ Never 
pay money until you can’t help it : something may happen,*** The 
reader may say, “ Here are two principles, opposite as white and 
black to which we make answer, that we shew the said principles 
as the linen-draper shews his goods of many hues : our customers 
may select the colour that suits them best.) 

It is the prime duty of the linen-draper’s shopman to make wants 
for his gentle customers ; his one question succeeding inevitably the 
sale of an article — ” Nothing else ? ” 

Nothing else?** This sinister interrogative, this mischievous 
Puck, waylays men in their private walks; comes to them day- 
dreaming a-bed ; infests the hearth ; nay, goes with them to the 
Exchange ; and has been known to possess very respectable people, 
supposed at the time, to be giving all their hearts and ears in their 
family pew, to a touching sermon on “ The Vanity of Human Wishes.” 

** Nothing else?** Captain Brace had made a very handsome 
fortune in the South Seas ; — the whales had taken to him kindly 
and he came home, bought house and land in Devonshire, grew his 
own com, and killed his own^utton. Who so happy as Captain 

* A living Jew had doubtless heard this maxim; for having, not many months 
since, been cast in an action in damages, said confidentially to his attorney, 
when speaking of payment to the histrionic plaintiff, at the time very ill, For 
God’s sake, put him off ; he may die /*’ 
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Brace ? What, ** nothing else ? ” enquired the imp, one day meeting 
the captain in a pensive mood — Nothing else ? ” The query 
sufficed. The captain immediately set his heart upon a coach and 
house in town: he kissed his wife, hugged his children, took ship 
for “only another voyage,” — and behold! coming home, the ship 
went down, and the captain’s bones lie buried in the Goodwins ! 

Nothing else?" Our great Aunt Penelope was a charming 
independent maiden at the age of forty-one; a happy soul, with 
one of the handsomest country-houses in the west of England : her 
currant wine was as spotless as her virtue; and many a licensed 
dealer in champagne would have blushed the deepest crimson at her 
real gooseberry Suddenly she became serious: Aunt Penelope 
sighed, and assured enquiring friends, that she was wasting to a 
shadow! What could ail Aunt Penelope? In an evil hour, a 
raiment from Cork had been quartered in the town : and one fine 
sunshiny Sunday, as the veterans marched to church, her eye fell 
upon Seijeant MacfiUyloo, a warrior of six foot three ; and as their 
eyes met, the demon of all domestic mischief whispered, in the 
sweetest tones, to Aunt Penelope, “Nothing else?” — and the 
unwary maiden bought the seijeant out, married him, and became 
— almost within the same month — Mrs. MacfiUyloo, and the most 
wretched of women. 

“ Nothing else ?" is, in matters of trade, the peculiar weapon 
of the linen-draper. He puts the question in the most unques- 
tionable way: he is sure there is something else; he knows the 
wants, the wishes of the fair dealer, and, with a benevolent alacrity, 
proceeds to unrol another article. For the time, the price is not 
to be thought of; every meaner consideration is utterly forgotten 
in the crying necessity of the customer. Silks and cambrics lie 
glistening “many a rood” upon the counter, and the fiuscination 
is, nine times out of ten, irresistible. “ Let no man say,” ex- 
claims Sterne, “ * I ’U write a duodecimo : * matter grows under our 
hand.” Let no lady say, “ I will buy three yards of muslin : ” 
gowns are to be sold ! 

We know of no race of dealers so gracious, so alert, and so 
unwearying, as linen-drapers. To be sure, they are every day 
twelve houi^ at school, and are taught by the prettiest teachers. 
Their governesses are among the loveliest of the earth ; and the 
manners of the pupil must necessarily smack of the gentleness and 
forbearance of the preceptress. 

And yet these men (so capricious and so discontented is human 
nature) are at this moment clamouring for leisure — for time for 
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self-improyement ! What would they have? Are they not the 
chosen servitors of the fair ? Do they not for nine, ten, eleven hours 
per diem, only six days out of the week, live in the very atmosphere 
of beauty ? What have they to do but to take down and put by ; 
to smile, to speak softly, to protest; and, for the benefit of the 
“ concern,** to tell a lie with the grace of perfect gentlemen ? 

** My Mends and fellow-sufierers,” said one of these men at a 
recent public meeting, somewhere convened, to consider the rights 
and wrongs of the shopmen : — “Friends and fellow-sufierers ! the 
Linen-Draper's Assistant is little better than a hedgehog [Hear !] : 
for twelve hours a-day he has little more to do than to unrol, and 
then roll himself up again ! ** [Cheers !] 

Still, there are bright minutes in the long day of the Linen- 
Draper's Assistant; — minutes of half- confidence with shopping 
beauty, coveted in vain by other dealers: and the address, the 
delicacy displayed by him on these occasions, test him as the master 
of his craft. There are certain questions which he hazards with a 
self-deprecating look, as though he were “ dallying with an inter- 
dicted subject." It is, as we have observed, the linen-draper's 
province to suggest the want of things, the very existence of which 
is not to be merely doubted, but to be utterly unknown to mankind 
at large. It is his business to harp continually, by inference, upon 
the result of the “fall," and to impress upon the minds of Eve’s 
daughters the consequence of their first mother’s transgression. And 
this the linen-draper does in so bland, so smiling a manner ; — in the 
generosity of his nature is so utterly forgetful of the share his own 
sex bears in the general calamity, that it should be no wonder when 
we see ladies as generously forgive the insinuation, and as largely buy. 

Charles Lamb, in one of his letters, in allusion to the fruitless 
condition of our original father, says, “ It irks me to think of poor 
Adam laying out his halfpenny for apples in Mesopotamia ! ** This 
regret of the philosopher presents to our mind Eve at the linen- 
draper's. We see the shopman bow and smile, and roll out, and roll 
out, and roll out ! The lady purchases ; and, it may be, the necessity 
of the purchase — the evil that makes it indispensable — ^is, for a time, 
wholly forgotten in the loveliness of the article bought. “ Nothing 
else ? ’’ asks the shopman : and other trifles are rolled out — ^measured 
— cut. At length, the Assistant assumes his delicate privilege ; and 
having suggested all the known and palpable common-places of dress, 
stops, smiles, and with his palms upon the counter, and his eyes 
half-abashed, half-closed, lets two words escape fiutteringly — ^'Any 
fiannel ? ’’ 
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And yet these are the men who wish their condition ameliorated ! 
Men, licensed to put queries such as these to the best beauty of 
the earth — the aforesaid beauty taking the interrogative with the 
sweetest possible grace, and thus granting indulgence for new en- 
quiries ! “Any flannel ? ” But we cannot — ^we may not pause to 
philosophise on the question : we leave it in its suggestive simplicity 
to the imagination of our readers. 

The Linen-Drapers’ Assistants crave time that they may improve 
their minds , they would fain know if all human existence is to be 
passed in unrolling and rolling goods, and pressing remnants thereof. 
They think it much to work twelve and fourteen hours a-day, albeit 
half the time is spent in pretty protestations to pretty faces, for the 
benefit of the firm ! What would they learn — morals ? If so, do they 
think, by the successful pursuit of the study, they would render them- 
selves more available to the masters of Oxford and Regent Streets ? 

“ Will it wash ? ’* was once the enquiry of a gentlewoman, as the 
linen-draper displayed to her a “ beautiful article,” quite new. “ Will 
it wash ? ” asked the lady. “ Wash, madam ! ” replied the shopman, 
** I ’ll warrant it to wash ! ” The piece was bought ; and in a fortnight 
or less, the lady returned to state her grievous wrong, “You told 
me, sir, the print would wash ! ” she exclaimed, shewing to the un- 
moved shopman the colourless purchase.” “ Very true, madam — 
I said it would wash — I pledged myself to the fact — but I did not 
say it would keep its colour.” This man — we really speak of breathing 
flesh, and not of any linen-draper of the imagination — was a genius ; 
and had his rightful reward in the approving smiles of his master. 
Let us, however, suppose that he had had time for self-improvement, 
and had answered the “ Will it wash ? ” in the spirit of honesty, 
replying in the negative. He would probably have received sundry 
silver medals in token of the feelings of his master on the occasion, 
with a recommendation to seek a nobler sphere for the exercise of his 
heroic virtue.^ 

We want to know what these misguided young men wish to have. 
If they become rigid truth-tellers, there is an end to business. 
“ I don’t know any house,” said the most respectable head of a most 
respectable firm, “ 1 don’t know any house that could last a month 
with such a state of things. Truth, sir, truth is very well in a story, 
or in a sampler, or in any matter of that sort ; but the downright, 

• It is stated that Mrs. Siddons, it is supposed absorbed in the consideration 
of professional matters, once put to a linen-draper, “ Will it wash? ” in tones that 
made the shopman gasp again : had she, as Lady Macbetht asked, “ Are you a 
man ? *’ she could not have produced a greater effect upon her auditor. 
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naked, plain truth behind a counter — pooh ! — 1 should like to know 
how, by such means, we are to pay rent and taxes.” 

“ There *d be a pretty list of bankrupts every week, I take it,” 
cried another, with a sly wink and an anticipatory chuckle at the 
social chaos. 

“ When 1 was a young man,” says a retired linen-draper, who, 
during the war, had a confidential, and withal not unprofitable, cor- 
respondence with sundry gallant smugglers — ” When I was a young 
man, I never heard of such an article as mind.” 

” Nor, I, neither,” observes another ; “ but I suppose it is a new 
thing, just come up.” 

We entreat the Linen-Drapers* Assistants to dwell in their pre- 
sent Arcadian simplicity ; to enjoy the many delicious prerogatives of 
their profession, and, by calmly and deliberately considering the fore- 
going sentences — would we could print them in gold ! — of heads of 
firms, to put it to themselves what must necessarily be the forlom- 
ness of their condition, if, by resolving to improve their minds, they 
raise themselves, in vulgar phrase, above their business ! Can Cato 
measure muslin ? Can Aristides put in a bad article, and swear it 
to be first-rate ? Why should a man, whose doom it is to tear calicos, 
attend a lecture on the solar system ? What has ” The Quarterly 
Review” to do with 

“ Lawn, at white as driven snow t 

What is there in common between ginghams and geometry ? — what, 
in the study of Malthus and fashionable checks ? 

The spring season should have its peculiar charms in the thousand 
new patterns that it brings — ^but it is therefore only spring. Why 
should the Linen-Draper’s Assistant wish to know if grass be green, 
or if, indeed, there be vegetating sprigs, or, indeed, sprigs of any 
description, save in his prints and his muslins ? If the shop-window 
blossom, it is enough for him ; if the yard measure — seeming dead 
wood — bud like Aaron’s rod, and bear golden pippins for the master, 
it is, or it ought to be, all-sufficient for the man. Cannot the Assistant 
sweat under the gas without yearning to haunt the Mechanics’ Insti- 
tution, to learn the nature of the vapour that poisons him ? Does he 
pant to die instructed ? Can he not pledge his honour, in considera- 
tion of his wages, without mischievously enquiring into the moral 
responsibilities of civilised man ? 

At the present moment, the privileges of the Linen-Draper’s 
Assistant are many. He is allowed, in his own person, to work a 
most interesting experiment *, namely, to prove upon how little it is 
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possible for a young man to wear a good coat and white linen. The 
journeyman bricklayer may beat him at wages, but he must beat, if 
possible, the man of independence, in the fineness of his apparel. It 
has been stated to us that, at this moment, there is a conspiracy 
among the shopmen in a certain West-end house, to outdress an 
illustrious Count ; and, sinking the shirt-studs, it is thought that one 
Assistant has already achieved the undertaking ! 

Next, for time : we know it to be the custom of many establish- 
ments to give at least one whole hour per diem to the shopmen, for 
needful recreation of limb and abstraction of thought from the 
pressing demands of business. One whole hour! Now we very 
much doubt if any patriotic prime minister, with the good of his 
country thumping at his heart, could ever boast of so much positive 
leisure in the whole live-long day. (It is one of the objects of this 
work to eschew all personalities, or we would incontinently send to 
Brighton, that this our speculation might be satisfactorily resolved.) 

We have thought it due to the interests of the world at large, 
to dwell thus at length on the present movement of the Linen- 
Drapers’ Assistants ; for we see, in the success of their struggle, the 
beginning of an utter change in our whole condition. Let it be 
granted, that the linen-drapers succeed in their demand for leisure — 
in their cry for time to unroll their minds, to see of what stuff and 
pattern they are composed ; let us allow that they have obtained their 
end : well, does any reasonable tradesman suppose that the evil is 
finished ? Certainly not. What, then, is the next calamity ? Why 
— yes — absolutely — 

“We see, as from a tow*r, the end of all! “ — 

we behold the fluttering of ribands — the waving of handkerchiefs ; 
we see the milliner’s girls in wild rebellion! They, too, cry for 
leisure ! 

The result of all this is as plain as the nose in Mamma’s face — 
the result is an utter subversion of the present principles of society. 

John Bull — should the linen-drapers succeed, and after them, 
the milliners, and after them, whatever class chooses to march through 
the breach made in the outworks of trade — John Bull must undergo 
an utter change of character. By the way ; it was but three days 
since that we viewed the type of trading John Bull, in all his fulness ; 
and, at the risk of offending a few of the sons of John, we will tell 
them what it was : — 

A mountain of an ox, almost crushed upon its knees by its own 
unnatural fat, limping through Fleet Street, triumphant from the 
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Smithdeld show — its horns decorated with sky blue ribands — itB 
eyes dead as lead — its tallowy glories a burthen and a misery to it ! 
** What a beautiful animal I ** cried some of the unthinking worship- 
pers of superabundant fat. “ What a lovely ox ! *’ exclaimed (it might 
be, from his looks) the purse-proud owner of thirteen drapers’ shops. 
** What a lovely ox ! ” cried he, and stood to gaze. What a nasty 
beast ! ” said we, and pushed through the crowd. 

Now the John Bull of trade is but too often little more than the 
prize ox; an animal whose whole nature is to eat and eat, and to 
accumulate in its own carcase, a weight that makes it hideous. Have 
we not the oxen of commerce, crammed with oil-cake from the bank ; 
with a thousand and ten thousand lean and withered feeders of the 
one thing, all mouth ? “ Well,” they begin to say, “ we will not for 

twelve hours a-day do nothing but cram this ox; let us, at least, 
have a little leisure to look about us, and see what the world is 
made .of, and not pass all our lives at the meal- tub of another ! ” 
Thifi is the present cry of the linen-draper ; a cry that will sooner 
or later be heard from one end of the kingdom to the other ; and, 
as the cry be unheeded or responded to, will the great mass remain 
mere money-diggers, or become thinking, reasoning men ! A guinea 
is a good thing — ^an excellent thing ; but, after all, it is not the best 
thing : there is a leisure that is better than gold. 

To return, in conclusion, to our Linen-Draper’s Assistant. 
There may be, among our readers, those who have felt annoyed at 
the perseverance with which the man has prayed them to purchase : 
alack ! he may have had the dearest cause for his pertinacity. We 
will illustrate this probability by a true story : — A gentleman en- 
tered a certain shop, and was shewn some article by a youth of the 
establishment: the article was rejected as unfit; and the stranger 
was about to leave, when he was earnestly entreated by the lad to 
** buy something.” The agitated manner of the boy excited the 
curiosity of the customer, who begged to know why he so earnestly 
pressed goods that he might perceive were not required. 

” I am obliged to do it, sir,” said the boy. “ I have nobody in 
the world to help me, and have to do what I can for my widowed 
mother ; and, sir, it is a rule in our housCt that whoever lets a person 
leave the shop without buying something is discharged that very 
night.” , 

The gentleman, doubtful of the truth of this, enquired of the 
master, who could not deny the statement of his servant. For- 
tunately for the lad, he had appealed to one with heart and means to 
assist him, and he was immediately preferred to a better situation. 

Now THIS IS TRUTH ! 


Digitized by LjOOqIc 


Digitized by LjOOqIc 



THE AUCTIONEER. 


His eye* were grey and piercing. They nailed a bidder at a glance, and 
could detect him, 'spite of the shabby coat, dingy neckcloth, and flopped 
hat m which he wns disguised. 

LiTikAkT SrFcrLru. 
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BT HENRY BROWMRIGO, ESQ. 


Mr. Redbreast, when you shall have a sale of any Importance — ” 
“Sir,” interrupted Mr. Redbreast, hooking one thumb in the 
arm-hole of his waistcoat, and swaying majestically round upon the 
speaker, “ aU my sales are of importance ! *’ 

In this brief sentence did the Auctioneer, on a certain memor- 
able occasion, avow and publish the whole philosophy of his calling ; 
nothing could by possibility fall into his professional hands that — 
till sold — did not increase in value, becoming priceless until it was 
knocked down. “ Gentlemen, — a most remarkable — a most curious 
and admirable specimen of diseased spleen^* exclaimed an Auctioneer, 
honoured by the late Professor Brookes with the sale of his anato- 
mical preparations ; “ what shall we say for this most valuable article ? 
— really, an extraordinary specimen — a most beautiful thing — quite 
a hi^om for the young student ! Thirty, thank you, sir — only thirty 
for this delightful — thirty-five — this delicious — ^forty, thank you, sir 
— this most inestimable preparation ; only forty ? gentlemen, this 
is not selling — this is giving away the spleen ! No advance on forty ? 

Yours, sir.- The next number is and then the Auctioneer 

proceeded to descant upon the extraordinary attractions of an ossified 
heart, late the personal property of a distinguished attorney, assuring 
his auditory, that never since hearts began to beat had there been a 
heart “ so peculiarly and so thoroughly ossified.” On this, a slight 
titter was heard among the company, when the Auctioneer ventured 
to observe, in a low voice — audible in every part of the room — that 
the heart was worth double the sum bid for it, if only to be manu- 
factured into chess-men or tobacco-stoppers. This sly jest, to the 
astonishment of its author, convulsed his audience ; and with renewed 
hopes of bidders, and a rubicund face, shining like carbuncle with 
self-complacency, the Auctioneer proceeded in his task ; and, to our 
mind, proved himself especially worthy of his oflSce : for the true 
Auctioneer would “ put up” some of the plagues of Israel, with a 
grave assurance that there never had been “ such locusts,” and that 
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“ probably never such a favourable opportunity would again present 
itself to the lovers of entomology.” 

“ Gentlemen,” exclaimed Mr. Redbreast, presiding at the disposal 
of some very ancient Indian china, ” Gentlemen, the last lot is that 
most magnificent mandarin vase, which, it afibrds me peculiar satis- 
faction to offer to your notice.” 

“ Mr. Redbreast — hem ! — the vase,” said one of the spectators in 
a half-confidential whisper, ” the vase is ^is cracked.” 

” I am most happy to inform the company,” shouted Mr. Red- 
breast, ” that the vase is cracked ; that is, slightly cracked. The 
circumstance is a triiunphant evidence of the extraordinary strength 
of the china ; for it is upon record, gentlemen — there is a document 
somewhere proving the fact — that the blow received by that vase 
would have shivered a brick-bat ; and yet, gentlemen, you will perceive 
that the superb vessel I have the honour to submit to your notice is 
only — slightly — cracked ; fiawed, I should say, gentlemen, fiawed.” 

Profoimd and universal is the knowledge of the Auctioner ; or, 
if sometimes it be not, the true Auctioneer possesses, in an admirable 
degree, the most useful of the arts of life — the art of successfully 
disguising his ignorance ; an art which has done more for some men * 
than true knowledge has accomplished for others. The Auctioneer, 
as old Burton would say, is ” a miracle of nature, breathing libraries ;” 
he can, at any time, talk a sheet of encyclopaedia on any given 
subject, mounting into an extraordinary glow of enthusiasm on 
certain romantic occasions ; such, for instance, as selling the auto- 
graphs of dead statesmen and starved authors, the picture gallery of 
a departed president of the Royal Academy, or the theatrical pro- 
perties of a retired or defimct tragedian. 

We were present at the sale of the effects of the late — ; and, 
with all the honesty of which we are capable, assure our readers that 
Mr. Redbreast wept real tears upon the wigs of Sir Giles Overreach 
and the Duke of Glossier, There were the sympathetic gems upon 
the locks of the domestic and the royal tyrants : — 

“ dews of morning, 

Strung on slender blades of grass : *’ — 

and never, never shall we forget the heart-gush of indignation with 
which the Auctioneer knocked down the rapier of the Prince of 

Denmark for fourteen shillings ! He looked, for a moment, as it 

would have been an inexpressible relief to him if the roof had de- 
scended, and the fioor opened beneath him ; and then proceeded to 
“the next article, Shylock's gaberdine and hat.” 
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Fortunately for our readers, we have been favoured with an early 
copy of an advertisement which displays the literary abilities of the 
Auctioneer ; a document, in its graphic simplicity, touchingly illus- 
trative of the pursuasive powers of the writer. We subjoin the pro- 
duction : — 

To THE Nobility, Gentry, and Lovers of Art collectively ! 


MR. GEORGIUS REDBREAST 


Has the honour to announce that he it entrusted with the Sale (without reserve) of 

A RENTER’S £50 SHARE 

Of that most gorgeous, most classic, and most under-let establishment in the 
United Kingdom, known as the 

THEATRE ROYAL DRURY LANE! 

This Share — Mr. Redbreast feels an unknown satisfaction in stating the fact — 
awards to the fortunate possessor, the inalineable right of 

A FRSB ARHHMIOH BEFOBB the CVBTAIIV! 

A privilege in no way depending upon the caprice of a new Lessee, but as unal- 
terably vested in the Renter, as is the ground-landlordship of the Theatre itself in 

HZS GRACE THE DUKE OF BEDFORD I 

Mr. Redbreast, with a due regard for that professional probity which, he is 
proud to assert, has been acknowledged by the most distinguished men of the 
** Western Isle,” amongst whom he is justified in enumerating 

HZS DATE ROYAL HZGHNES8 THE DUKE OF YORK I 

Conceives it to be necessary to premise that the purchase of the aforesaid Share 
does not give to the holder, 

A VOTE FOR WESTMINSTER! 

This circumstance, however, must be rife with peculiar self-congratulation to the 
buyer, as it preserves him from the exhausting excitement of political warfare, 
and thereby leaves his mind open to those sublime and exhilarating impressions 
to be received by sympathising spirits, from 

Whose statue adorns the magnificent portico of the great national pile, and whose 
plays — when the amphitheatre is open — are, at times, represented within : where still 

THE SHADES OF KEBSBLE, SZDDON8| AND KEAN I 

May be seen by ** the mind’s eye” of the visiter, in all their pristine terror, ten- 
derness, and might ! 

Mr. Redbreast is further strongly impressed with the necessity of assuring 

All IioTeFS of Horse-Flesli^ 
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That, under the spirited and tastefhl management of the present ‘Lessee, thej 
will meet with a species of entertainment to be found at no other theatre, which 
has, of late, supplied grooms and jockies from its corps dramatique, to many 
distinguished members of the turf ; the Lessee having further pledged himself to 
keep a constant supply on hand, to meet the demand of 

All Patrons of tlie Ijoirlttmate Prama ! 

Mr. Redbreast, feeling very strongly on this important occasion, will venture 
even though he risk the charge of tediousness, to dilate upon the thousand moral, 
to say nothing at all of the pecuniary, advantages arising to the shareholders of 

THB IfOBIiBST FABRIC IM BIJBOPB! 

When it is remembered that the first of English moralists and lexicographers, 

THE GREAT AND PXOU8 DOCTOR JOHNSON 

Was the friend of Garrick, and, himself, a writer for the stage ; when it is upon 
record that he has appeared, ** even in one of the side-boxes,” — (See Boswell) 

*' Xb a scarlet waistcoat, with tick gold laeo, aad a gold«laeod kat;** 

When, it is an historical fact, not to be set aside by all the ingenuity of 
sophistry, that Dr Young, the immortal author of 

SS2<B3B?S 

Wrote a tragedy; and, that, to take the reader back to a remoter age, for a 
remoter, but surely a no less illustrious instance, 

THE TALENTED ISXLTON 

Actually contemplated the composition of a legitimate tragedy; when this 

InTtnetble Pbalanx and Balaxy’ of Morality 

Can be triumphantly adduced in favour of the innocence, and even the utility 
of the drama, Mr. Rebreast, backed by such authorities, is bold to affirm 
that the purchase of 

THIS UNIQUE SHARE 

Cannot be rejected upon any religious grounds (however admirable and con- 
scientious) to be found in the bosom of even 

TMB MONT TIMIB BlddBlVTBB! 

The many advantages accompanying and emanating from the Share, are too 
numerous to be fully developed in the limited precincts of an advertisement; 
hence, having touched upon the morale of the transaction, in its highest and most 
serious sense, Mr. Redbreast must content himself with a mere barren allusion 
to the other multifarious excellencies radiating from the possession of what he 
anticipates will be 

A MOST WARMLY-CONTESTED TREASURE I 

Drury- Lane Theatre is so felicitously situated, that let the shareholder have bis 
abiding place in any part of the metropolis, it will be impossible for him to visit 

TRAT RHBIliB OF OBVIIJG 
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Uninfluenced iiy the scenes of busy life through which the fortunate shareholder 
must ** happy, take his way.” Mr. Redbreast will assume the liberty of assuming 
the purchaser to dwell in the suburbs, nay, near that Monument of Philanthropy, 

His mind, going and returning, must be elevated by the consideration that he is 
treading near that classic ground, 

WHERE 8UETOKZUS MET QIUEEN BOADZCEAI 

A fact, enshrined even in its present homely and familiar name of 

BATTLE BRIDGE. 

Or, presuming that the shareholder dwell in the picturesque locality of 

Can he, at solemn midnight (for of course he will always stay the last piece), pass 
homeward to his balmy couch, without a sense of moral elevation as he glances at 

THE AWFUL AIBBET AND ZT8 MZGHTT DEAD! 

Or, allowing that the shareholder be sufficiently prosperous to reside in 

THAT SUBURB ATHENS-BROMPTON, 

He must be more or less than man, if, passing Apsley House, he fail to breathe 
a mute benediction of gratitude for 

THB COMQIIBBOB AT WATBBliOO! 

Or, let it be imagined that the shareholder have his * whereabout* in Cheapside, can 
he retire to his hearth, and pay no homage — a homage that elevates the payer — to 

THE ABCRTTECTURAL GSNZU8 OF WRENZ 

Granting* that he be a denizen of Walworth, his mind must be fired with senti- 
ments of real old English hospitality, as he glides by that well-known hostelry, 

anS Castle,” 

Indeed, let the shareholder be merely a happy and contented pedestrian, or let 

him, as one of 

“the heads of the people, »• 

Be whirled to the theatre in his carriage-and-four ; it is impossible that he can 
reach the Temple of the Muses without passing through scenes, and over ground 
which (it is only making Metaphor the handmaid of Truth, to state the fact) are 

Pttved and Lighted with Hlatorioal Associations Z 

Mr. Redbreast, having, it is hoped, with becoming brevity alluded to a few 
of the many local advantages arising to the shareholder, feels that he should 
omit a very pleasing part of his duty, did he fail to direct the attention of pur- 
chasers to the many beauties of 

THE THEATRE ITSELF. 


* We beg leave to acknowledge this moat delicate allusion of Mr. Redbazast towards 
our work. It is the more valuable, As it was not solicited, and will not be paid for.— Ed. 
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The Box-entrance for renters may lay claim to the peculiarly English term of 
** snugness;*' it is, indeed, a perfect bijou — a very bower, erected by 

A SPIRITED LESSEE, 

For the accommodation of gentlemen and of “ ladies’* on the Free List, when ** not 
suspended.** Having emerged from this modest nook, the renter finds himself in 

A MORT MAQMIFICBIVT liOBB¥! 

And here Mr. Redbreast must direct the attention of the renter to a statue, 
cut by Carew, in the very choicest Parian Marble, of 

Edmund Kean, Esq« aa Hamlet, with Voriok’a Skull! 

A most apt and judicious subject, most judiciously placed, to refine and elevate 
the mind of the visitor, ere he mount 

THB THULY eOBeBOUE •TAIBCAEB, 

Which conducts the dramatic worshipper to 

Alili THB T1BB0 OF BOXB0I 

Mr. Redbreast feels, acutely feels, that much might be said of the elegance 
of the interior — of the classic beauty of the proscenium — of the width of the 
orchestra — of the suavity of the box-keepers — and, en pauantf of 

The Aeeommodattoii of the haloon Itself;— 

He must, however, avoid the fertility of the theme, striving to content himself 
with the pleasing assurance that 

THE ACTIVE SPZRZT OF LOYALTY 

To be found in this our favoured Isle — a spirit which, in its purity and splendour, 

makes dim all 

TOBCB-lilBBT MBBTIHCHI^ 

Will excite in the generous breasts of Britons a most laudable contest for the 
Share in question ; when it is confidently made known that 

OVH liOVBLY, AVB TIBBIV QVBBV 

At the National Theatre, and for'the glories of our National Drama, 

HAS A ROYAL BOX 

Most elegantly, and yet withal, 'most simply and most characteristically decorated, 

WHICH SHE MBTBB TIhITh 

But to the increased afi*ection of her subjects, and the renewed hopes of dramatic 

regeneration, 

ON ANY OCCA8ZON WHATEVER! 

It is in this magnificent structure, that the Fifty- Pound ‘Renter may elevate 
his mind, and cultivate his British loyalty, by beholding, at one and the same 
time, Mr. Van Amburgh and his lions, and 

THE EMILE OF TICTOBIA; 

May, in lighter and more sportive vein, between the acts, compare the splendour 
and the glitter of the fairy-like chandelier, with the lustre and brilliancy of 

The Epes of the Maids of Honoar ! 
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It is not the wish of Mr. Redbreast to dlTulNo the ** secrets of the prison- 

hoase/* as to 

THE GREAT ATTRACTIONS ZN EMBRTOI 

To be produced next season at Drury Lane Theatre; and yet he cannot 
resist this opportunity of informing purchasers, that the spirited Lessee has given 
orders for the construction of an enormous tank beneath the stage, and that 

A Ftne liiTely Hippopotamas 

Has been more than obscurely hinted at; being the first appearance — if it appear — 
of that most interesting animal in any theatre in Europe, Asia, Africa, or America. 

In conclusion — and Mr. Redbreast feels it hard to conclude — ^bidders are 
respectfully informed, that further particulars of the further advantages connected 
with the Fi%-Pound Share in question, together with a lithographic plan of 
the Theatre, its Lobbies, Saloon, &c. &c., may be had, price one shilling, at 
Mr. Redbreast’s Ofiice, the week previous to the day of sale, which is posi- 
tively fixed for the ensuing First of April, 1839. 

In this document — preserved, as we fondly hope, in these" our 
pages for the curiosity and admiration of posterity — the Auctioneer 
shews his fine knowledge of the world ; displays, in an eminent degree, 
the utility of enlarging nothing into something, by the mere force of 
words ; all men being assailable by the ears, according to their length. 

The Auctioneer knows mankind — knows it to be impossible for 
would-be buyers to read the before-quoted jargon of words, and keep 
their minds upon the mere “ fifty-pound share** in its individual 
littleness. No; the admission — the privilege which the purchase 
bestows — cannot be considered in its abstract simplicity ; it is so 
incorporated by the “ so potent art’* of the Auctioneer with nobler 
and mightier things — ^it comes so recommended to the senses of the 
hesitating buyer by advantages miraculously made manifest to him 
by the eloquent imagination of the tradesman — that the Dukes of 
Bedford and York — the shades of Kemble, Siddons, and Kean— of 
Johnson, Young, and Milton, are in some way associated with the 
article to be disposed of, and give a worth and dignity altogether 
extrinsic of the commodity. There is — and thie eccentric gentleman 
yearning for the ** fifty-poimd share of the most under-let establish- 
ment in the United Kingdom** cannot wean himself from the delusion 
— there is a strange, mysterious connexion between the advertised 
commodity and the glorious objects touched upon by the Auctioneer ; 
the ** share** is hallowed by its compelled association with so many 
brilliant images, that, incapable, or even unwilling to separate the 
real from the fanciful, the reader purchases, and the eloquence of 
Mr. Redbreast has its wished reward. 
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How often have we turned from the rancour of politics and the 
crimes of the police, to seek in the self-same newspaper the fairy 
bowers and silver streams— the groves of Arcady, and meadows of 
perennial emerald — constantly offered by Mr. Redbreast to the world- 
wearied heart ! How often has our imagination revelled in the scenes 
of ** more than Italian beauty,** somewhere in Lancashire ! How 
have we wished for the wings of a dove, “ that we might flee away 
and be at rest*’ in the sylvan haunts and ** more than hermit-like 
seclusion” of a most unique estate, situate in Kent ! How have we 
yearned to take up our abiding-place in that “ romantic abbey” near 
the village — that happy village ! — the inhabitants of which are of so 
primitive and benevolent a character, that the word incendiarism is 
unknown in their vocabulary I ** 

Proceed then, Redbreast! Still conjure to the wondering eyes 
of Britons haunts of delight — abodes of peace — temples of Druid-like 
sanctity I still have patches of the Hesperides “ continually on sale,” 
with this further advantage, that the dragon ” going with the estate,” 
combines ” with the poetical configuration of the dragon the sagacity 
and docility of the tamest Newfoundland.’* 

Thank Heaven ! despite the opinion of Mr.J Serjeant Arabin,* 
there is imagination left in this trading age of pounds, shiUings, and 
pence ; a fact as incontestably proved by the brilliant creations of the 
Auctioneer, as by the parties made captive by them. Mr. Redbreast 
would not make flies of beautiful colours, were he not — wise angler 
in this world’s dark waters — well assured that there are gold-fish to 
bite at them ! 

The Auctioneer is a dealer in words ; and his success with the 
elect and chosen of fortune proves that human nature is in all ranks 
the same. The illiterate countryman, or simple apprentice, is gulled 
by the protesting Levite, who, with all his tongue, his eyes and eye- 
brows, swears that the pencil-case is all silver, when it is the thinnest 
copper thinly -washed ; and the Auctioneer, by the same weapons — 
the mere artillery of syllables — ” takes the reason prisoner” of the 
man of many thousands ! 


• This learned gentleman recently complimented the boy who was found in 
Buckingham Palace, with the possession of the imaginative faculty in a very high 
degree, and that in “a country by no means celebrated for its imagination ! *' 
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From the very moment the mistress of the house is brought to bed. erery 
female m it, from mj lady’s gentlewoman down to the cinder- wench, becomes 
an inch taller for it. 

TanTRAM Shaxst. 
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BY LEIGH HUNT. 


The Monthly Nurse — taking the class in the lump, without such 
exceptions as will be noticed before we conclude — is a middle-aged, 
motherly sort of a gossiping, hushing, flattering, dictatorial, knowing, 
ignorant, not very delicate, comfortable, uneasy, slip-slop kind of a 
blinking individual, between asleep and awake, whose business it is 
— under Providence and the doctor— to see that a child be not 
ushered with too little officiousness into the world, nor brought up 
with too much good sense during the flrst month of its existence. 
All grown people, with her (excepting her own family), consist of 
vrives who are brought to bed, and husbands who are bound to be 
extremely sensible of the supremacy of that event ; and all the rising 
generation are infants in laced caps, not five weeks old, with incessant 
thirst, screaming faces, thumpable backs, and red little minnikin 
hands tipped with hints of nails. She is the only maker of caudle in 
the world. She takes snuff ostentatiously, drams advisedly, tea inces- 
santly, advice indignantly, a nap when she can get it, cold whenever 
there is a crick in the door, and the remainder of whatsoever her mis- 
tress leaves to eat or drink — provided it is what somebody else would 
like to have. But she drinks rather than eats. She has not the relish 
for a “ bit o’ dinner” that the servant-maid has ; though nobody but 
the washerwoman beats her at “ a dish o’ tea,” or at that which ” keeps 
cold out of the stomach,” and puts weakness into it. ' If she is thin, 
she is generally straight as a stick, being of a condition of body that 
not even drams will tumefy. If she is fat, she is one of the fubsiest 
of the cosy ; though rheumatic withal, and requiring a complexional 
good-nature to settle the irritabilities of her position, and turn the 
balance in favour of comfort or hope. She is the victim of watching ; 
the arbitress of her superiors ; the servant, yet rival, of doctors ; the 
opposer of innovations ; the regretter of all old household religions as 
to pap-boats, cradles, and swathes ; the inhabitant of a hundred bed- 
rooms ; the Juno Lucina of the ancients, or goddess of child-birth, in 
the likeness of a cook-maid. Her greatest consolation under a death 
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(next to the comer-cupboard, and the not having had her advice taken 
about a piece of flannel) is the handsomeness of the corpse ; and her 
greatest pleasure in life is, when lady and baby are both gone to 
sleep, the fire bright, the kettle boiling, and her corns quiescent. 
She then first takes a pinch of snufi*, by way of pungent anticipation 
of bliss, or as a sort of concentrated essence of satisfaction ; then a 
glass of spirits — then puts the water in the tea-pot — then takes an- 
other glass of spirits (the last having been a small one, and the coming 
tea affording a “counteraction”) — then smoothes down her apron, 
adjusts herself in her arm-chair, pours out the first cup of tea, and 
sits for a minute or two staring at the fire, with the solid complacency 
of an owl, — perhaps not without something of his snore, between 
wheeze and snuff-box. 

Good and ill-nature, as in the case of every one else, make the 
great difference between the endurability, or otherwise, of this per- 
sonage in your house ; and the same qualities, in the master and 
mistress, together with the amount of their good sense, or the want 
of it, have a like re-action. The good or ill, therefore, that is ^here 
said of the class in general, becomes applicable to the individual 
accordingly. But as all people will get what power they can, the 
pleasant by pleasant means, and the unpleasant by the reverse, so the 
office of the Monthly Nurse, be her temper and nature what it will, 
is one that emphatically exposes her to temptation that way ; and her 
first endeavour, when she comes into a house, is to see how far she 
can establish an undisputed authority on all points. In proportion 
to her success or otherwise in this object, she looks upon the lady as 
a charming, reasonable, fine, weak, cheatable creature, whose hus- 
band (as she tells him) “ can never be too grateful for her bearing 
such troubles on his account ; ” or as a Frenchified conceited madam, 
who will turn out a deplorable match for the poor gentleman, and 
assuredly be the death of the baby with her tantrums about “ natural 
living,” and her blasphemies against rum, pieces of fet, and Daffy's 
Elixir. The gentleman in like manner — or “ master,” as the hum- 
bler ones call him — is, according as he behaves himself, and receives 
her revelations for gospel, a “ sweet good man” — “ quite a gentle- 
man ” — “ just the very model of a husband for mistress,” &c. &c. ; or, 
on the other hand, he is a “very strange gentleman” — “quite an 
oddity”— one that is “ not to be taught his own good” — that will 
“ neither .be led nor drwr ” — that will “ be the death of mistress with 
his constant fdge-fidge in and out of the room ” — and his making her 
“ laugh in that dreadful manner,” and so forth ; — and, as to his 
“ pretending to hold the baby, it is like a cow with a candlestick.** 
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“ Holding the baby,” indeed, is a science, which she reckons to belong 
exclusively to herself ; she makes it the greatest favour to visiter or 
servant to let them venture upon a trial of it ; and affable intimations 
are given to the oldest mothers of families, who come to see her mis- 
tress, how they will do well to receive a little instruction on that 
head, and not venture to substitute their fine-spun theories for her 
solid practice ; for your Monthly Nurse (next to a positive grandson) 
is the greatest teacher of your grandmother how to suck eggs, in the 
world ; and you may have been forty years in the habit of sticking a 
pin, and find your competency come to nothing before the explana- 
tory pity of her information. 

Respecting the “ doctor,” her thoughts cannot be so bold or even 
so patronising. She is confessedly second to him, while he is present ; 
and when he has left the room, a spell remains upon her from his 
superior knowledge. Yet she has her hearty likes or dislikes of him 
too, and on the same grounds of self-reference. If she likes him, 
there never was such a beautiful doctor,” except perhaps Sir 
William, or Doctor Buttermouth (both dead), and always excepting 
the one that recommended herself. He is a “ fine man” — so patient 
— so without pride — and yet “ so firm, like ; ” — nobody comes near 
him^for a difficult case — ^for a fever case — for the management of a 
” violent lady.” If she dislikes him, he is ” queer” — ” odd ” — ” stub- 
born” — ^has the “new ways,” — very proper, she has no doubt, but not 
what she has been used to, or seen practised by the doctors about 
court. And whether she likes him or not, she has always a saving 
grace for herself, of superiority to all other nurses, in point of expe- 
rience and good luck. She has always seen a case of more diffi- 
culty than the one in hand, and knows what was done for it ; and 
Doctor Gripps, who is “ always” called in to such cases, and who is 
a very pleasant though rough sort of gentleman, calls her his “ other 
right hand,” and “ the jewel that rhymes to gruel,'' 

Armed with these potential notions in general, and the strongest 
possible sense of her vice-royalty over master and mistress for the 
time being, she takes possession of the new room and the new fiices ; 
and the motto of her reign — the Dieu et Mon Droit of her escut- 
cheon — is “ During the month.” This phrase she has always at 
hand, like a sceptre, wherewith to assert her privileges, and put 
down objection. “ During the month,” the lady is not to read a 
book. “ During the month,” nobody is to lay a finger on the 
bed for the purpose of making it, till her decree goes forth. 
“ During the month,” the muffle of the knocker is at her disposal. 
And “ During the month,” the husband is to be nobody, except as 
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far oS she thinks fit, not even (for the first week or so) to his putting 
his head in at the door. You would take him to be the last man 
who had had anything to do with the business. However, for her own 
sake, she generally contrives to condescend to become iriends with 
him, and he is then received into high favour — is invited to tea with 
his wife, at some ** unusually early period ; and Nurse makes a bit 
of buttered toast for “ master’* with her own hand, and not only 
repeats that ** baby is as like him as two peas’* (which it always is, 
the moment it is born, if the lady’s inclination is supposed to set that 
way), but tells him that she fears he is ** a sad charming gentleman,” 
for that ** mistress talks of him in her sleep.” The phrases com- 
monest in her mouth are mostly of an endearing or fiattering sort, 
with an implication, in the tone, of her right to bestow them ; and 
she is very aristocratic in her ideas. She tells the lady in her hour 
of trial, as the highest encouragement to fortitude she can think of, 
that ** the Queen must suffer the same and the babies are always 
kings and queens, loves, darlings, jewels, and poppets. Beauties 
also, be sure : — and as all babies are beautiful, and the last always 
more beautiful than the one before it, and ** the child is father to the 
man,” mankind, according to Nurse, ought to be nothing but a 
multitude of Venuses and Adonises ; aldermen should be mere Cupids 
full grown ; and the passengers in Fleet Street, male and female, 
slay one another, as they go, with the unbearableness of their re- 
spective charms. But she has also modes of speech, simply pathetic 
or judicious. If the lady, when her health is inquired after, is in low 
spirits, she is described as ” taking on so;** if doing well, it must not 
be too well, for the honour of the importance of the case, and the gene- 
ral dignity of ailment ; and hence the famous answer, “ as well as can 
be expected.” By the time the baby arrives at the robustness of a 
fortnight old, and appears to begin to smack its lips, it is manifestly 
the most ill-used of infant elegancies, if a series of random hits are not 
made at its mouth and cheeks with a piece of the fat of pig, and, when 
it is sleepy and yet will ” not go to sleep” (which is a phenomenon 
usually developed about the time that Nurse wants her tea), or when 
it is “ fractious” for not having had enongh pig, or from something else 
which has been counteracted, or anything but the sly sup of gin lately 
given it, or the pin which is now running into its back, it is equally 
clear, that if Daffy, or Godfrey, or rocking the chair, will not do, a 
perpetual thumping of the back, and jolting of its very soul out, will ; 
and, accordingly, there lies the future lord or lady of the creation, 
prostrate across the nurse’s knees, a lump in a laced cap and inter- 
minable clothes, getting redder and redder in the face, ejaculating 
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such agonies between grunt and shout as each simultaneous thump 
will permit, and secretly saluted by its holder with “brats,” and 
“ drat it,” and “was there ever such an ‘ obstropulous * little devil ;” 
while her lips are loud in deprecation of the “ naughty milk,” or the 
“ naughty cot” (which is to be beaten for its ill-behaviour) ; and 
“Dordie” (Georgy) is told to “go” to a mysterious place, called 
“ Bye-Bye ; ” or the whole catechism of nursery interrogation is 
gone through, from the past tenses of the amenities of “Was it 
a poppet then ? ” and “ Did it break its pretty heart ? ” up to the 
future glories of “ Shall it be a King then ? ” “ Shall it be a King 
Pepin?” “Shall it be a Princy-wincy ? ” a “Countess,” a 
“ Duchess ?” “ Shall it break the fine gentlemen's hearts with those 
beautiful blue eyes ? ” In the midst of tragi-comic burlesque of this 
sort, have risen upon the world its future Marses and Apollos, 
its Napoleons, its Platos, and its Shaksperes. 

Alas ! that it should be made a question (ridiculed indeed by the 
shallow, the nurse among them, but very seriously mooted by phi- 
losophers) whether in that first and tenderest month of existence, the 
little bundle of already made organs, sensations, and passions, does 
not receive impressions from this frivolous elderly “ nobody,” which 
may affect the temper and disposition of the future man or woman ! 
whether the “beautiful fury” — though we confess we never saw 
such a phenomenon — whether the crash in the china closet, or the 
sacrifice of a daughter’s happiness to a father’s will and obstinacy, 
had not its first seeds sown in the lap of this poppet-dandling 
simpleton. Not its “ first,” we apprehend. Those, we take it, 
are of far earlier origin, the little creature being much older than is 
generally supposed, when it comes under the infiuence of this its 
third, and most transitory, and not always most foolish modifier. 
But we have no doubt that she contributes her portion of efiect. 
This is, however, what she herself can by no means comprehend. 
“As if any treatment” (she thinks) “ except in the article of rum 
and sugar, and the mode of holding, can be of consequence to one so 
young!” She is nevertheless very diligent in looking for “marks” 
about its body, and tracing them to influences on the mother’s mind ; 
and yet she cannot see that the then impressible little creature is 
still impressible. Heaven and earth are to come together if the 
piece of fat is not supplied, or the clothes are not of the proper 
fashion : but the sudden aflrightment, the secret blow, the deadening 
jolt to sleep, or the giving way to nothing but the last rage, these 
are to be of no importance. She has no doubt, nevertheless, that its 
brothers and sisters are all impressible, whatever the infant may be ; 
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and accordingly, with her usual instinct of the love of power, she 
generally contrives to do as much inconsiderate harm to them as 
possible, and lays the seeds of jealously in their minds — if none be 
there already — by telling them that they must now cease to look 
upon themselves as the only important persons in the family, for 
that ** a little stranger has come to put their noses out of jmnt.’* 
Pleasing and picturesque introduction to the fraternal affections ! 

Do not despise her ; no, not even when pourtrayed as in our 
artist’s picture, under her worst aspect, for a warning. Engage not 
such a nurse as that if you can help it ; yet pity while you refuse her 
for perhaps she would not have had that aspect, but for the unnatural 
sleeplessness to which her duties forced her, nor have been given to 
that poison by her side, but for some aggravation of care occasioned 
by domestic troubles of her own. Even she — even that wretched in- 
continent face and burly person — has once been an infant, as we all 
have, — perhaps flattered for her beauty, (who would now think it ?) 
the darling and the spoil of some weak mother like herself. Thus 
are errors propagated, till we discover that personal reproach and satire 
are of little use, and that it is systems which are to be better taught, 
before individuals can improve. Poor old nurse ! Strange indeed would 
it be to begin with reprobating her ! Let us see that she does as little 
harm as may be, crown (or half-crown) her with fees for her caudle, 
and dismiss her as fast as possible, with a deprecation of her sciatica. 

There is not only a good as well as a bad side in everything (and 
with the addition of a little good sense to good-nature, you may 
make a very pleasant nurse even out of such an one as we have 
described), but there are exceptions in all classes, better even than 
mere partakers of bad and good. The Monthly Nurse as 3rou ascend 
in society, is not seldom a highly respectable woman, who is nearly 
all that she should be — mild, Arm, and well-meaning ; and we have 
known instances — or rather we should say, as far as our personal 
knowledge is concerned, one rare instance — in which the requisite 
qualiflcations were completed, and the precious individual (for when 
can a mother's luck be greater ?) was an intelligent gentlewoman ! 
This is what the assistant-moulder of the first month of the existence 
of a human being ought always to be, and what she always would be, if 
the world itself were older, and every the humblest and earliest form 
of education regarded as the important and sacred thing which it is. 

The poets, who are the vindicators of beautiful and everlasting 
truths, in contradistinction to the fleeting deformities of mistakes 
and half-truths, made the greatest goddesses of antiquity preside 
over child-birth ; and the reader, supposing him to be the worthy 
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reader of whatsoever relates to humanity, and aware what small and 
indifferent things are its least dignified infirmities compared with 
its powers and affections, will not be sorry to have any ill-taste taken 
out of the mouth of his imagination on this subject by a passage from 
one of the earliest of them — supposed by some to have been Homer 
himself — ^in which the glorious old Greek, whoever he was, celebrates 
the birth of Apollo, and makes heaven and earth, the goddesses, the 
trees, the green meadows, and the incarnation of the spirit of sun- 
shine, contribute to render it beautiful. We quote the [version of 
Mr. Elton, as better even than Chapman’s, only wishing that he 
had said “prevailing,” or some more potent word of that sort, 
instead of “ valiant,” as the latter has come to mean a very ordinary 
sort of strength and heartiness, compared with that of the divine 
archer. As to 'apologising for this final exaltation of our subject of 
the Monthly Nurse (which is a name that the “ sage and serious ” 
Homer would not have scrupled to give to Diana herself, who was at 
once the moon and midwife of the ancient world), we shall no more 
think of doing it, than we should of blushing for the very moonlight 
when it sheds its beams on the bed of some newly-blessed mother, 
and combines thoughts of angels with her cradle. 

** As the feet 

Of the birth-speeding goddess touched the isle, 

The labour seized Latona, and the hour 
Was come. Around a palm-tree’s stem she threw 
Her linked arms, and pressed her bow6d knees 
On the soft meadow. Earth beneath her smiled, 

And Phoebus leaped to light. The goddesses 
Screamed in their joy. There, oh, thou archer god I 
Those goddesses imbathed thee in fair streapas 
With chaste and pure immersion ; swathing thee 
With new-wove mantle, white, of delicate folds. 

Clasped with a golden belt His mother’s milk 
Fed not Apollo of the golden sword ; 

But Themis with immortal hands infused 
Nectar and bland ambrosia. Then rejoiced 
Latona, that her boy had spnmg to light, 

Valiant, and bearer of the bow ; but when, 

Oh, Phoebus I thou hadst tasted with thy lips 
Ambrosial food, the golden swathes no more 
Withheld thee, panting ; nor could bands restrain : 

But every ligament was snapt in scorn. 

Straight did Apollo stand in heaven, and face 
Th' immortals. * Give me,’ cried the boy, ‘ a harp 
And bending bow ; and let me prophesy 
To mortal man th’ unerring will of Jove.' 
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Far-darting Phosbus of the flowing hair 
Down from the hroad-tracked mountain passed, and all 
Those goddesses looked on in ravished awe, 

And all the Delian isle was heaped with gold. 

So gladdened hy his presence the fair son 
Of Jove and of Latona. For he chose 
That island as his home o'er every isle 
Or continent, and loved it as his soul. 

It flourished like a mountain, when its top 
Is hid with flowering blossoms of a wood.” 


What a mixture of force and beauty is in these pictures! How 
affecting is the graceful patience of the mother, and the gentle beauty 
of the landscape ! And how noble, Apollo’s suddenly ** standing in 
heaven and his descent down the mountain, striking the goddesses 
with awe, and showering golden light on the island, which from that 
day forth flourishes out of the sea, like his own luxuriant head of 
hair, or some woody mountain-top in blossom ! 

Yet the birth of the commonest human being is an event hardly 
less divine, if we think of all that he is destined to suffer and enjoy, 
and of his own immortal hopes. Here is a charming passage from 
Beaumont, which comes more home to us than these out-of-door 
maternities of the Pagan heaven, with all their beauty. A daughter 
is attended in child-birth by her mother, who has warranted a be- 
trothment not yet sanctioned by the father : — 


Violanta. Mother, I 'd not ofiend you ; might not Geirard 
Steal in, and see me in the evening ? 

Angelina. Well, 

Bid him do so. 

VioL Heaven’s blessing on your heart. 

Do you not call child-bearing travel, mother? 

AngeU Yes. 

It may well he so. The hare-foot traveller 
That's bom a prince, and walks his pilgrimage, 

Whose tender feet kiss the remorseless stones 

Only, ne’er felt a travel like to it 

Alas, dear mother, you groaned thus for me, 

And yet how disobedient have I been ! 

Angel. Peace, Violanta ; thou hast always been 
Gentle and good. 

VioL Gerrard is better, mother. 

• • • • • • • methinks. 

Even in the land of ease. I '11 sleep. 

Angel, •••••* SUken rest 
Tie all thy cares up. 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



Digitized by LjOOQle 


THE LANDLADY. 


You shall never take her without her answer, unless jou take her 


without her tongue. 


At Tov Liki It. 
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BY CHARLES WHITEHEAD. 


In the suburbs of this vast metropolis (but in what quarter it 
behoves me not to set down) stands a house of entertainment which, 
in common with many others, is dignified with the name of “ The 
Castle.” Underneath the portico — too mean, I have often thought, 
for the building — might be seen, in gilt letters on a chocolate ground, 
“ Charlotte Chatham, Licensed Dealer in Wines and Spirits 
and on the front of* the house, in type almost as large as the posters 
of the patent theatres, (can I say more?) the droughty inquirer 
is set at ease as to the particular tap he is about to imbibe. 

Of the late Mr. Chatham— the worthy host (for all hosts are of 
prescriptive right, worthy) — the less, perhaps, that is said, the better ; 
not that much good might not be said of the deceased, but that, 
being so, however much was said could do him very little good, 
and I have no right to prejudice vested interests. Of his facetiae 
and fur cap, then, I shall speak absolutely nothing. 

Mrs. Chatham — the Landlady — of whom I shall have more to 
say hereafter than it is my present hint to speak, was formerly well 
known to the frequenters of one of the many “ Three Tuns” in this 
city, as Charlotte Lovage, the good-looking, well-behaved, and assi- 
duous only daughter of Stephen TiOvage, the landlord. 

People may talk as much and as vainly as they please of the folly 
of indulging sentiment; but .1 contend — in the words of that most 
pleasing of all literature, newspaper advertisements — “ no family ought 
to be without it ; ” least of all, the younger branches. “ The Three 
Tuns” was hardly the place, and Mr. Lovage was hardly the person, 
to afford time and opportunity for the indulgence of that luxury in 
the bosom of Miss Charlotte, and she was coaxed and convinced, and 
argued and threatened, ii^to a marriage with Chatham, before she 
had taken into account one tenth of the awfully solemn considera- 
tions which some of our modern lady- writers* consider indispensable, 

* Miss Martineau and Mrs. Jameson, passim, 
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preparatory to the solemn contract of marriage. She, poor thing! 
had no notion that it was necessary to inquire whether Chatham’s 
heart was this, or her own that ; or both, something else : or whether 
his feelings were deep, and her’s strong ; and his affections strong, 
and her own deep. She by no means knew what kind of a soul he 
had, and she had never inquired much about the temporal requisites 
and human yearnings of her own, or she would probably have left 
off, as others have, by being without a soul at all. She only thought 
of making him as comfortable as she could, and of being as happy as 
as possible in return — not an unreasonable or illaudable thought, 
when a woman marries one towards whom she feels no particular 
partiality. 

It must be confessed that ** The Castle” was a serious considera- 
tion. To become the mistress of that, was to gain a point in the 
game of life, and she did gain it ; and if she did, by these means, 
attain what the soul-and-body-harrowing gentry of fiction call 
“ splendid misery,” she hid it where other miseries of a less brilliant 
description were kept — in her own bosom ; and nobody was the 
wiser for it, except perhaps herself. Chatham played his Castle, but 
she checkmated him at last. He was twenty years older than her- 
self, and died twenty years before his time, leaving forty years “ to 
the good,” and if any one can offer any feasible reason why Mrs. 
Chatham should not marry again, I forswear ethics, and renounce 
physiognomy evermore and for ever. 

As a Landlady, Mrs. Chatham was irreproachable. A better 
woman within the limits of becoming chalk never put trust in the 
faith of man. When her spirits did meet, it seemed only natural, 
proper, and fitting, that they should come together. It is not well 
that the strong should lord it over the weak — that is tyrannous ; that 
the weak should control the strong — that is unspiritual. In a word, 
Mrs. Chatham settled the point at issue between Sir Hugh Middleton 
and Sir Felix Booth with a most praiseworthy and admirable equity. 

Next let furnish a brief memoir of Susan Hawkins, the girl 
who waited in the parlour; and of Tom Trotter, the pot-boy of 
” The Castle : ” these individuals appertaining and belonging to the 
establishment, and being on that score entitled to take precedence of 
their betters. 

Susan Hawkins is the daughter of a small tradesman in the 
“ chandlery line,” who once sold everything in the way of business, 
and was at length compelled to sell everything in the way of neces- 
sity ; and who, shortly afterwares, took to his bed and died, as men 
of broken hearts and fortunes will do. Subsequently, the widow 
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took in washing, while she had a peg and a line, and three yards of 
space to hang ** the things*’ on ; and, after that, went out as a char- 
woman, at eighteen pence a-day and her victuals, when she was called 
upon, which might occur, on an average, about three days in the 
week. The poor woman had ceased to have any care for herself 
since the death of Hawkins, who, somehow or other, strangely 
enough' perhaps, always appeared before her mind’s eye as she had 
first known him, not in the form to which the sordid wants and 
abject miseries of the world had at last reduced him. Her sole 
anxiety was to keep the little girl to her book and her needle, till she 
was of age sufficient to get her own livelihood. 

It required no small degree of financial dexterity, and a conjuring 
up of resources hitherto unknown, to render the girl presentable when 
Mrs. Chatham, then newly-married, hinted to the mother that some- 
thing might be made of Susan, and that she might send her for a 
few weeks on trial. This difficulty surmounted, Susan came on 
swimmingly. She was soon an especial fevourite both in parlour and 
bar, and mine host was often heard to declare that he would not lose 
that girl for a trifie, meanings I suppose, for three times as much as 
the trifle he gave her ; which, however, was considerably augmented 
afterwards : so at least it may be presumed, for the mother subse- 
quently made a much more comfortable appearance. 

If a statistical report of the compliments paid to the fair sex, 
during the year in this metropolis, were drawn up, I think it would 
be found that the girls who wait in tavern-parlours would furnish a 
large — perhaps, an undue proportion of them. Of these verbal 
nothings, these evanescent expenditures of breath, Susan Hawkins 
received her full share. The reader will hereafter have an opportu- 
nity of deciding how far she was entitled to them. But whether it 
was from an inherent simplicity of nature, or from an inbred good 
taste which superinduces that exact propriety of conduct so difficult 
to be preserved in any station, I know not ; but these complimentary 
tributes had no perceptible influence upon her understanding or 
behaviour. Certain it is, there was so much native ^eetness and 
modesty about the girl, that it would have been almost asTdifficult for 
one man to meditate an insult to her, as it would have been to 
restrain another from knocking him down if he had done so. 

That Thomas Trotter, the pot-boy, once had a father and mother, 
there cannot be a reasonable doubt. The parochial authorities at all 
events thought so when Tom, then rising three months, was found in 
a dry ditch at the back of the workhouse ; for they bestirred them- 
selves with laudable alacrity, but sorry success, to discover them. 
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The lad owed his name to the circumstance of his running alone at 
an unusually early period of locomotion, and earned it afterwards by 
running away from the workhouse at the age of ten years, thereby 
frustrating the benevolent intentions of the authorities, who designed 
to apprentice him to a tailor of melancholic temperament, who wanted 
the premium to enable him to stave off the necessity of sending his 
five children to the house from whence Master Trotter absconded, 
and for one of whom he considerately supplied room. 

To the imagination of the young and tender Trotter, the world 
presented itself as a concern rather comfortable than otherwise, in 
which the work bore no comparison with the leisure, and wherein he 
might do as he liked and care for nobody. But this is a mistake 
that is sooner discovered than rectified ; and the little fellow, after 
giving an unusual degree of mental trouble to his tiny wits, and 
living any how, and sleeping any where, sometimes under the dry 
arches of a bridge — but the fresh ^ from the water gave him too 
keen an appetite — was glad to close with the liberal offer of a small 
green-grocer, who proposed to him the tempting terms of one shilling 
per week, dinner when he could catch it, and half-a-dozen potato-sacks 
under the counter, along with the oyster-shells, by way of lodging. 
For two years did Tom carry about Coster’s vegetable productions, and 

“ Do his errands in the gloomy deep 

of the contiguous coaUshed, during which time he contracted an inti- 
mate acquaintance, or rather, cultivated a close friendship, with a 
certain butcher, arrived at years of maturity, ’ycleped Chuck, who 
was the innocent means of removing him from his enviable position, 
and thus : — 

The sexton of the parish was married, after much formal and 
solemn wooing, to the lady who took in mangling ; an event which 
Chuck purposed to make extensively known. He wished to regale 
the newly-married pair with a concert of music, to be performed by 
artistes on the naarrow-bone and cleaver, and other festive instru- 
ments : at which concert he invited his young friend to assist. Tom 
Trotter not having the fear of his master before his eyes, and, indeed 
not having any fear — unless, a natural anxiety to acquit himself cre- 
ditably on so important an occasion may be called so — undertook to 
perform third tin-kettle in the band ; and, for being absent without 
leave, and other outrageous conduct, now remembered for the first 
time, his too stringent master, to use his own language, “ gave him 
the sack not to speak poetically, dismissed him. 
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THE PARLOUR ORATOR 


Turn him to any oourac- of policj, 

Trie Gordian knot of it he will unloose, 
Familiar as his garter. 

Henry V. 
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Tom now became a faithful adherent of the overgrown pot-boy 
at “ The Castle,” who was half as tall again as the pot-rack that stood, 
of a morning, at the front of the house. He slept at large as here- 
tofore, giving no undue preference to any particular locality ; but, 
during the day constituted himself a kind of officio pot-boy — a 
supplementary vassal — ^an appendix to the paid functionary. When, 
however, the giant enlisted in the Horse Guards, Tom walked into 
“ The Castle,” and quietly inducted himself into the vacant place, 
and he gave the utmost satisfaction. Certainly, in the collection of 
pots there are few like him ; he knows the very spike of the railings 
from which the required quart or pint should be gathered ; and in 
the hunting up of old ladies for “ The Dispatch,” even at the latter 
end of the week, it may confidently be asserted he has no equal. 

Having described the individuals appertaining to the establish- 
ment, it behoves me to speak of the frequenters of “ The Castle.” 

It was about half-past six in the evening, that a tall stout gentle- 
man — the ladies called him a very personable man — entered “ The 
Castle,” and, instead of proceeding directly to the parlour, halted at 
the bar, as was his custom, and lifting his hat, paid his formal and 
elaborate respects to the landlady. 

“ Mr. Orrasby,” said Mrs. Chatham, rising’ to return his polite- 
ness, ” first, as usual, I declare.” 

Mr. Orby Ormsby, the Parlour Orator, was a bank clerk, and a 
bachelor, about five-and-fifty years of age — seven-and-thirty of which 
had been devoted, to that national institution. For many years past, 
the daily exercise undergone by this gentleman had not differed 
twenty paces, and his understanding and conversation were of the 
same imvarying description, so far and no further, and then back 
again. In the earlier portion of his life he had been somewhat of a 
reader, but most especially of ” Plutarch’s Lives,” an old translation 
of which — the one by Dryden and other hands — he had conned over 
many times, with more pleasure, I fear it must be said, to himself, 
than profit to his listeners. For so treacherous was his memory, or 
so nearly balanced in point of merit did he consider the sayings and 
doings, the exploits and apothegms of the illustrious heroes, philo- 
sophers, and, above all, oratars, who figure in that delightful work, 
that* he ascribed them to each indiscriminately without scruple or 
hesitation. In addition to this, Mr. Ormsby entertained an over- 
weening attachment towards long words, which he abridged or 
extended at pleasure ; and what are commonly called hard words he 
rendered malleable at will, constraining them to do dutjF for such 
more significant absentees as, in the vehemence of his rhetoric, could 
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not be immediately laid hold upon. A style of oratory founded upon 
this bas^ and set off by a voice to which Stentor was only worthy 
to sing second, maintained and secured for him the supremacy of the 
room. No one could — no one dared to dispute with him. No cla- 
mour could put him down, less than the simultaneous rumbling of 
half-a-dozen earthquakes, and a few avalanches in. His was the 
triumph for a time of sheer unmitigated sound over sense, reason, 
intellect, wit, humour, everything. There was one comfort — ^he was 
not often at it. Silence was a luxury after him, to be sure. 

** Madam,” cried Mr. Ormsby, in a very bland and gracious 
manner, I will take my usual half-pint here, and I will trouble 
Miss Susannah to prepare my brandy-and-water.” 

As these were the identical words uttered by Mr. Ormsby every 
evening of his life, it commonly happened that his orders were obeyed 
as soon as he had pronounced them. 

** I shall take an early opportunity this evening,” he resumed, 
** when the gentlemen are assembled, of communicating the propo- 
sition I hinted to you, my dear madam, last night.” 

“ Oh ! you are very kind,' I am sure,” returned Mrs. Chatham, 
“ very kind ; I hardly know how to thank you for your — it *s so con- 
siderate of you, sir ; really 

“ Not a word, madam, not one word,” interrupted Ormsby ; ** to 
be considerate is ” 

At this moment the door of the tap-room was suddenly flung 
open, and an individual rushed out, nearly overturning Ormsby, and 
quite upsetting his speech, as with averted head he tumbled against 
him. 

** Beg forty and eleven pardons, and as many more as you 
please,” cried the delinquent, looking up. ** Mr. Ormsby ! have n’t 
you done it now, Joseph Atkins ?” 

“ Upon my word, Mr. Atkins, exclaimed Ormsby, “ I am sur- 
prised — astonished ” 

” They were a chaffin’ o* me in there, interrupted Atkins, “ and 
so I cut it. I hope I hate n’t shook you — ^would n’t for the world 
have done it if I’d known ’t had been you, I ’m always making a 
hole in my manners, I am.” 

“ No offence in life, my good friend,” said the pacifled Ormsby, 
preparing to follow his brandy and water, with which Susan, in obe- 
dience to an order from his expressive eye, was about to leave the bar. 

“Well done, noddle,” cried Atkins, tapping his own skull approv- 
ingly, “ that reminds me. Will you let me have a tay^to^UUe with 
you for a moment ? ” 
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** What is it» Mr. Atkins ?" said the other benignly, and inclining 
an ear towards him. 

** Why, I hear you ’re going to have a grand to-do up stairs in a 
few nights, and I want to be amongst you. It ain’t often I come it 
strong ; but upon this emergency ” 

“ One would imagine, my good friend,” said Ormsby, surveying 
the gilt-buttoned blue coat and coloured silk neckcloth of his com- 
panion, ** that you had mistaken it for to-night.” 

“ I ’ve been to see a rich relation which I ’ve got,” returned 
Atkins, “ and it won’t do to go the old hog with him, Mr. Ormsby ; 
he ’s a naristocrat.” 

“ Will you come into the parlour,” said Ormsby, after a moment’s 
consideration, leading the way. 

Be after you in a moment ; just staying to give orders. Here, 
Susan, my girl, just mix me up sixpen’orth o’ gin and water, hot, 
and lus-d-ous, mid very ginnified, and here ’s the tizzey. Always 
pay as you go, Susan, that ’s my motto, and when you can’t pay no 
longer, then get yourself set down in the inventory.” 

** Will you take it in with you, Mr. Atkins !” said Susan. 

Joseph waived his hand, ** No,” said he, that’s against all rule ; 
that’s not according to ettiket, Susan. When I come the gentleman, 
I expect to be treated in a gentleman-like way. Follow me with the 
mixed liquor.” And he walked off with a ludicrous attempt at 
dignity. 

Strictly speaking, Joe Atkins had no business to be in the parlour, 
seeing that he was a constant frequenter of the tap. But, upon 
special occasions, by application to Mr. Ormsby, whose vast learning 
and stupendous talents he had taught himself to look upon as super- 
natural he was permitted to take his seat amongst them. But this 
indulgence was subject to certain conditions: he was to make his 
appearance in his best clothes, and to put on his best behaviour, the 
last being a most arduous and difficult operation. To these stipula- 
tions, however, Joe at the time cheerfully assented. 

" I must beg you,” said Ormsby, when Atkins had taken a seat, 
** not to make a premature annunciation of the intended festivities on 
the first floor. That will best emanate from myself.” 

Not split ?” said Atkins inquiringly, dropping a penny into the 
tobacco-box, and extracting thence a compactly rolled " screw,” 
” honour among thieves ; I ’m above it.” 

” It might do a serious injury to the cause we have at heart,” 
pursued Ormsby : “You received a notification of it from- — ” 

“ Susan-— confidential,” said Atkins. “ What a gal that is : one 
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of the best-going, beautifuUest young woman eyes were ever clapt 
on. Go where she will, Susan *11 give satisfaction.** 

“A very creditable young person, indeed,” returned Ormsby, 
“ and a feature in the establishment.” 

“ And Tom, sir,” said Atkins, “ the pot-boy — is n’t he a credit to 
any house? not a better in this town. Mr. Ormsby, that lad’s as 
sharp as SheflSeld ; not like the high *un that was used to be here — 
long, lazy, and lubberly, that could n’t do nothing well but walk 
into the grub. What Tom has gone through in his little time — 
’stonishing ! he *8 told me the whole pedigree many a time.” 

“ He has suffered reverses ?” inquired Ormsby. 

He just has,” replied Atkins, and it’s a praiseworthy action of 
Mrs. Chatham to have took him in. Aye, sir,” and he looked wisely 
at Ormsby, “ that *s a female which requires no comment. As for 
Chat ’* 

“Not a syllable of the departed,” interposed Ormsby, with a 
warning fore-finger, “ the dead are entitled to—” 

“Nothing — I’ve done,” cried Atkins, “mum, mum. But if 
she don’t get another afore long — that ’s all. You see if she don’t.” 

Mr. Ormsby’s visage assumed a purple tinge. “You think she 
will marry again, do you, Joe? Mrs. Chatham is a delightful 
woman, indeed, Mr. Atkins.” 

“A very good careful huzzivey woman,” answered Joseph, 
gravely, “Marry again? W’^idders always do marry again; no one 
can'upset that ; it/s fact. See if Mr. Wright don’t walk in one o’ 
these days, and hang up his hat.” 

“Mr. Wright!” cried Ormsby, fidgetting in his chair, “who is 
that individual?” 

“ It *s a manner o’ speaking,” replied Atkins, “ the right man is 
Mr. Wright, and he hangs up his hat when he ’s carried his object, 
in course.” 

“ Oh 1” gasped Mr. Ormsby, considerably relieved. 

“ Excuse me,” said Atkins after a long pause, “ but I ’ve often 
thought it particular strange that you have never thought of making 
up your mind, and taking a wife.” 

“I, Joe?” cried Mr. Ormsby, quite thrown off his balance by 
this sudden appeal, but endeavouring to conceal his embarrassment 
by giving vent to some spurious laughter ; “ ha ! ha ! what made you 
think of that ?’* 

“ I don’t know,” said Atkins, scratching his ear with the end of 
his pipe, “ but it seems only natural that every gentleman should 
have his good lady. Your time is not come yet, 1 suppose?” 
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“ Why, Mr. Atkins,’* observed Ormsby solemnly, “ women arc 
strange unaccountable beings.” 

Think so ? ” said the other ; “ well, let every one enjoy their 
opinion. Not more uncountable bein’s than the men, take a fool’s 
word for that ; some good — some bad — some o’ no use. Do what 
you will, they ’re no good. They *re like horses — some ’ll shy, and 
won’t run in harness kindly ; but when you do lay hold of a good 
’un — my wigs! you may shut up shop, and leave the yard door 
open.” 

“ I remember,” said Ormsby, with much importance, “ what 
Dolabella said to Mark Antony, when he was so deeply fascinated by 
Cleopatra, Queen of the Egyptains ; * If every tree had a woman 
banging from it, what excellent fruit it would produce.’ ” 

“ Then DoUybella — what d’ ye call her ? ” cried Atkins, in a high 
state of excitement, was a scandal to her sex, and Antony should 
ha’ told her so. Antony ! a precious Sammy he was ! Never,” 
continued Joe with friendly earnestness, ** never take one woman’s 
word against another, or you ’ll never hear a atum of truth.” 

“ My dear fellow,” cried Ormsby, with a smile of piteous com- 
miseration of the other’s ignorance, ** Dolabella was a man — th*e 
friend of Marc Antony.” 

** Oh ! he was — ^was he ? ” said Atkins, “ not he, depend on ’t. He 
was no man. It was n’t the speech of a man — that was n’t. Women 
that *s any good are angels without wings ; and when they ain’t, you. 
wish they had wings to cut away altogether.” 

** Much may be said on both sides indubitably,” remarked Ormsby. 

** Good,” said Atkins ; “ th’ observation ’s just.” 

Here the conversation was interrupted by the entrance of an old 
gentleman of rather sedate appearance, who was welcomed by Mr. 
Ormsby with much urbanity. 

Next in importance to Ormsby, and on merely colloquial even- 
ings, at no great distance, was Mr. Asgill, the Parlour Politician, 
who always entered the room with a pint of porter in his hand, to 
save trouble and delay, reserving about one-fourth of that fluid to 
mix (partly for its colour and partly for its flavour) with the gin and 
water, of which it was afterwards his pleasure to partake. Mr. Asgill 
was an ironmonger, but had long ago transmuted, by something better 
than alchymical art, some portion of that metal into gold. In his 
leisure hours he was a great politician, and at his approach the news- 
paper was surrendered to him by its possessor without reserve or 
qualiflcation. With his spectacle case in one hand, he gravely but 
courteously received the paper into the other, and was presently 
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absorbed in its varied intelligence — ** possessed beyond the Muses* 
painting” with its contents. 

There are some politicians who it would seem strive to follow 
the example of the elder Brutus, that is to say, they (let us chari- 
tably suppose as much) feign themselves to be fools, for the purpose 
of serving their country. But the worst of it is, their time never 
comes, and so they remain fools to the end of their days. Mr. Asgill 
was not one of this class of enthusiasts. He was no fool, and he did 
not particularly desire to serve his country. All he wanted was a 
nightly growl at all measures and all parties. It served to allay the 
bile, and did him much good. 

“ You will find very little news, I suspect, sir,” remarked Mr. 
Ormsby, as Asgill proceeded to lay hands upon the paper. 

“ I dare say not — I dare say not,” replied Asgill. “ The old 
story, I *11 be bound : ministers won’t give the people what they 
require, and the people do n’t know what they want. All according 
to the system, Mr. Ormsby.” 

Mr. Asgill’s remarks upon men and measures, when he conde- 
scended to comment upon them, were invariably received with 
marked respect. Even Ormsby deferred to his opinions, except upon 
rare occasions : and then, no authority drawn from the ancients was 
of much efficacy, unless it were the authority of one who had five 
syllables to his name ; Marius, Caesar, SyUa, Cicero, would not do ; 
but when he came down upon him with £paminondas, Asgill gave 
in, and tacitly acknowledged defeat. 

Upon this occasion, however, Mr. Ormsby was not disposed to 
enter, into colloquial conflict with the politician, who, nodding 
familiarly at Joe Atkins, whom he by this time recognised, and 
taking a deep draught of porter, sat down to serious study. 

That Mr. Ormsby might not be left entirely to his own mental 
resources, Atkins drew his chair closer towards him, and began to 
recount the goings on of a certain mad dog that had bitten an ostler, 
a monthly nurse, a lady's parasol, and a twopenny -postman ; and was 
about to enter upon his feats on the brute creation, particularly on 
pigs, when another gentleman came into the room. 

The relative situation of the company in the parlour was abruptly 
changed by the sudden and unceremonious flinging back of the door, 
and a gentleman entered, followed closely by Susan, bearing a glass 
of brandy-and-water. The stranger advanced directly towards a 
chair, and then quickly wheeling round, he faced the girl, and gazed 
at her for some moments vehemently with a most lack-lustre eye. 

It was the private opinion of Mr. Dewham Hall— for such was 
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the gentleman's name — that little delicate attentions from mankind 
to the fair sex were what the latter had a right to expect. Accord- 
ingly, as was his wont, having secured his brandy-and-water, he 
seized the little finger of the reluctant Susan, and bestowed on it a 
pinch which the girl often told her mistress was enough to make 
her squeal the house down ; and having done so, he took another 
intense glance at her face, and permitted her to depart in peace. 

Mr. Dewham Hall was in practice what is termed a soaker ; by 
profession he was a solicitor. H is profession was his pleasure ; soak- 
ing was his business. Dewham Hall drank, to use a common 
expression, *‘like a fish," although a fish could not have managed 
the water, let alone the brandy, which Mr. Hall never did let alone 
when he could get it. He was given also to snuff, which he con- 
sumed in commensurate quantities. 

In his profession. Dewham Hall was what is called a sharp 
practitioner; a sort of devil-may-care (and he does very much) 
professional gentleman ; one of those who study their own interests, 
and would as lief sell a client as serve him — for ready money only. 
He was not particular to a shade, or to a substance either, especially 
if that substance came in the form of a poor devil of a debtor, who 
would bear the application of the screw kindly, and had a large 
family, and an unaccountable antipathy to the Fleet and the King's 
Bench ; which sanctuaries, he was wont to observe, were the only 
places a fortune might be made in now-a-days. 

At “ The Castle," however. Dewham Hall was looked upon as a 
pleasant companion and a jolly dog ; though why he should have 
been so considered, an adept in the science of good-fellowism can 
alone explain. His voice was seldom heard, except in the order of 
“another go — as before and his jollity consisted of grim and un- 
earthly grins, that ever and anon glared over his tumbler, which was 
usually upon a level with his chin, the tumbler being lifted up to 
that feature at the earlier period of the evening, the chin descending 
to the tumbler when it waxed late. When the mountain would not 
come to Mahomet, Mahomet went to the mountain. 

“ I am very glad you are come, sir,” observed Mr. Ormsby ; 
“ I feared we should be without the pleasure of your company. Do 
you think it likely we shall see Mr. Hillary or Mr. Tidmarsh during 
the evening ?" 

“ Certainly not," replied Mr. Hall, “ they are gone to the theatre 
to-night together." 

“A pity!” sighed Ormsby; “we are without Mr. Whittaker, 
and Mr. Nightingale also. I have a proposition to make to the 
company, which I do not wish to defer longer." 
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“ Is it not probable,” suggested Dewham Hall, “ that the gentle- 
men absent will accede to it when it is mentioned to them ?” 

“ I sincerely trust they may, and I believe they will,” said 
Ormsby. ” Would you have me proceed ?” 

“ By all means.” 

“ Hear, hear ! silence ! order ! bra-vo !” cried Joseph Atkins. 

Mr. Ormsby was seized with a timely fit of coughing : and, 
having completed a few prefatory hems, he arose upon his legs and 
addressed the company, in parlour assembled, in manner and form 
following : — 

“ Gentlemen — all !” — 

Here the speaker made a pause, as is the custom of other great 
and practised orators, and looked around with a view to ascertain 
whether each particular ear was duly pricked up. 

” My excellent friend,” said he, turning to Mr. Asgill, and at the 
same time gently and insinuatingly twitching at the comer of The 
Times,” with which the politician was mentally grappling, “ will you 
do me the favour to suspend the perusal of that repertory of miscel- 
laneous intelligence for a few minutes !” 

“ What is it ?” cried Asgill, awaking from his abstraction, “ Oh ! 
I beg pardon ;” and he laid by the newspaper for future reference, 
and sat submissively waiting till the other should ** let £dl his horrible 
pleasure” upon them. 

“ Gentlemen,” resumed Mr. Ormsby, several weeks have now 
elapsed since the demise of our ever-to-be-lamented and deeply-to- 
be-deplored landlord, the late Mr. Chatham. It is not for me, 
all-unsufficient as I am, to take in at one view — as it were to 
circumnavigate — his virtues ; or, as the father of English poetry, the 
stupendious Milton, says, * to drag his failings from their dumb 
abode ;* I shall only observe, as a matter of mere paramount justice 
which I am necessitated to mention, that a more respectable member 
of society, whether we consider him as a son, a father, a husband, a 
friend, or a licensed victualler, never, never ” 

The speech of the fervid president was stopped in mid career, at 
this moment, by sundry half-stifled but pathetic sobs, which pro- 
ceeded from behind the screen that stood against the door. 

Mr. Ormsby was transfixed, till the rustling of retreating bom- 
basin died away in the distance. 

“ Is it possible ? ” cried he, pointing with signifleant finger towards 
the screen : “ could I have believed it to be within the bounds of 
credible hypothesis, that Mrs. Chatham was domiciliated behind that 
screen, I tlirow myself upon the room for the assurance that I 
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would not have made the remotest allusion to her departed conjugal 
spouse ; I would not have whispered, even in the ear of Dionysius, 
which is the same — tantamount to talking of one’s self — a syllable, a 
tittle, an azimuth respecting him. But now, gentlemen, to the 
point, which I am above all things, at all times, anxious to come to, 
and which ” 

“ Nobody *11 let you come to, if they can help it,” cried Atkins, 
provoked beyond endurance by the opening of the door, which 
admitted a stranger. “ Oh ! it *s only you ; walk forrards — here ’s 
room here.” 

” Mr. Whittaker, I am glad to see you,” cried Ormsby, waving 
his hand, and taking a long breath ; ** be so kind as to be seated.” 

“You should have heard it from the first start,” cried Atkins, 
giving Whittaker a familiar nudge, “ however, the marrow ’s all to 
come ; we *ve not got through the bone yet.” 

Whilst Mr. Ormsby is re-arranging what he would call his dila- 
pidated thoughts, let me offer a short description of Mr. Whittaker. 

Will Whittaker was a young gentleman upon the turn — say about 
two-and-thirty. He delighted, but not with culpable over-much-ness, 
in whiskey and cigars, and was town- traveller for “ The Eagle 
Brewery,” which turned out the best ale in London. If its value 
were to be estimated by its scarcity, it had been good indeed ; for 
“ hang me,” he used to say, “ if I can prevail upon those confounded 
noodles, the licensed victuallers, to take it, as we could wish.” 

Whittaker had rather a roguish look about the eyes, acquired 
doubtless, by a habit of allowable leering at landladies and other 
feminine desideratoe; and he just made up by animal spirits and 
good humour for his deficiency in wit, of which no man who has a 
great deal, has not often cursed the possession. 

“ Gentlemen,” resumed Mr. Ormsby, “ the proposition I have to 
disseminate for your approbation is this, that we shall best shew our 
imalterable sense of the excellent accommodation to be found in this 
establishment, and an unflinching determination to uphold its best 
interests, and our resolute consistensy in adhering to it, by meeting 
together at supper, in the room up-stairs, on Tuesday next. Remem- 
ber what Alexander the Great said to his son Philip, when the boy 
complained that his sword was not long enough, “ add a step to it,” 
exclaimed the Lacedaemonian hero. So 1 may, perhaps, be permitted 
to indulge in this apotheosis — let your inclination run in a paral- 
lelogram with your reasoning faculties, and all will be well : gentle- 
men, I have done.” 

In the midst of the vociferous cheering which followed this 
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speech, and whilst Mr. Ormsby was yet mopping his forehead, an 
accession to the company was made in the person of a quiet and 
reserved gentleman, who silently slid into a seat. It was Mr. 
Nightingale. 

Mr. Nightingale was a clerk in the long room at the Custom 
House, whose early — whose first afiections had been blighted and 
crushed by the heartless caprice of a certain Miss Jemima Jiltinton, 
whose miserable mistake in not choosing him hurt him more than all 
beside. His own proper personal feelings he could have borne, and 
would bear ; for, as he remarked, Byron says, “ the wolf howls in 
secret,’* but Aer feelings — the feelings of Jemima Jiltinton — the Lord 
only knew what they must be. The lady, it seemed, had liked him 
well enough till she saw his brother, and she then ran away with a 
gentleman who did the hideous at one of the minimum theatres, whose 
moustachios came off in the very post-chaise, and who, instead of 
making her the lady of Captain Hannibal Fitz-Camegie, authoris ed 
her, before the blacksmith at Gretna Green, to use the style and title 
of Mrs. Stormont Tempest Tibbits. 

Since that event. Nightingale had undergone a metamorphosis. 
With his hat over his eyes, he took his five feet eight by one foot six 
of wretched humanity to “The Castle” nightly, and endeavoured to 
keep his heart out of his stomach as he best might. He was un- 
rivalled in a sentimental song, which he gave with frightful and soul- 
piercing expression ; and he was never known to laugh except upon 
two occasions, and on one, he laughed at nothing, and on the other, 
there was nothing to laugh at. 

The proposal of the president having been duly set forth, the 
woe-begone sentimentalist acceeded to it with a grave and sickly 
smile, and, moreover, undertook to apprise Messrs. Hillary and Tid- 
marsh, the absentees, of the appointed evening; and pledged his 
word that they should be forthcoming. 

These and other preliminaries being arrmged, the company 
severally abandoned themselves to extra glasses, and kept it up 
to an unusually late hour. 

The evening appointed for the supper being arrived, a few 
minutes before what he termed feediilg-time, the much-desiderated 
Mr. Isaac Hillary — by his fnends familiarly called “ Ikey ” — ap- 
peared, supported on either hand by several boon companions, 
enlisted under his banner at various other houses to which it was his 
custom to resort ; his disciple, Mr. Tidmarsh, with three more re- 
cruits, bringing up the rear. 

Hillary had been well ofif in his time — had sported a curricle and 
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kept a good house over his head : but the dark days came, aud then 
it rained, and at last it poured, till Ikey, figuratively to speak, had 
not dry thing about him, except a wind>pipe, and that was always 
dry. The world had treated him scurvily enough, but he had not a 
word to say against it. Whilst there were men in it who would pay 
his reckoning, or give him the means of paying it, he appeared 
content. Nor did he ask these civilities ; they were preferred and 
unreservedly accepted, from young men, with a gracious conde- 
scension, as one who confers a favour. Money — gold and silver — 
and he had friends who ** bled freely*’ (at heart too, I suspect, to see 
him thus fallen) : money given, he would consider as a loan : nay, 
it must be so. He would promise to return it at one o’clock on 
Lord Mayor’s day, at Temple Bar, if he had it by him ; or on the 
twenty-ninth of May, at Whitehall, or he would forfeit his head. 
With such sorry jests would he beguile the misery which, I cannot 
but think, he felt inwardly. He had lost caste in society — that was 
not much ; he had lost his self-respect — ^that was much more ; but he 
never lost the power of putting a good face upon his misfortunes ; if 
he had, thabhad been worst of all, and he would not be worsted : 

** The lamentable change is from the best, 

The worst returns to laughter, ** 

and enjoys many a hearty laugh before it returns. “ Care killed a 
cat," and Ikey would have killed care upon less provocation. 

It were idle and unprofitable to speak of his companions of whom 
the reader is destined never, afrer this evening, to hear more ; but 
of his highly favoured and truly grateful pupil I must permit myself 
to indulge in a word or two. 

Mr. D’Oyley Tidmarsh was the juvenile frequenter of “ The 
Castle." He was one of those young men whose parents are so long 
deliberating what they shall be, that they, without intending any 
harm, take to being gentlemen, and begin to qualify accordingly. 
Many a sad bout have the governor and the old lady had of it 
over the fire, on a winter’s evening, touching Master D’Oyley’s 
proceedings. 

But what did Master D’Oyley care for that ? Was n’t Tom Spindle 
of the Polygon a “precious sight" more “rummy” than he was? 
Didn’t he stick it into his progenitors most awfully ? Tom Spindle 
certainly did come it too strong, especially as his old ones did the 
handsome thing by him ; but for his own part — oh I it was too bad — 
such respectable people as he went amongst at “ The Castle,” and 
elsewhere. Why, Ikey was quite a chance to any young fellow — 
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a perfect godsend ! He had a sincere respect for that man, and he 
would go to ** The Castle.” 

In the meanwhile, he was an universal favourite, and was happy, 
occasionally betaking himself to other parlours of minor pretensions, 
where he contrived to imp his wings, and in which he was looked 
up to as a star of rare brilliancy. 

The company being assembled, and a notification having been 
made that supper was on table, an adjournment took place to the 
assembly-room upstairs. Mr. Ormsby, in a very dignified manner, 
proceeded to lead the way thither, the long train of ascending guests 
being closed by Mr. Joseph Atkins, who plodded his course up the 
flight, without bestowing a thought upon the efforts he must hereafter 
make to enable himself to get down again in a perpendicular manner. 

Mr. Ormsby was presently hallooed and vociferated into the 
chair, and thereupon requested his esteem fnend Mr. Hillary to 
face him in the capacity of “ Vice,” a proposition which was sanc- 
tioned by similar acclamations, and the party severally took their 
seats, Atkins adroitly securing one admirably located for his purpose, 
which was to “ peg away at the good things, and no mistake that 
gentleman being, on his own shewing, so sharpset that he could stow 
away a donkey and a sack of grains. 

Such a supper as none of the company had ever before made, and 
the equal of which' they never expected to sit down to again, was at 
last concluded ; and the cheese having, as usual, remained on the 
table till every individual had bestowed a private curse upon it, was 
at length withdrawn, the cloth was huddled up into a many-comered 
heap, 'and laid upon the bread-basket, and thoughts of pipes and 
tobacco and mixed liquors became prevalent. 

** Gentlemen,” thundered the chairman, hammering away at the 
table with a vigour which Thor or an iron-founder might have 
envied, “ gentlemen, the waiter is now in the room, will you be so 
kind as to give your orders ? ” 

It must be stated that Mrs. Chatham, with a delicacy of feeling 
which ** speaks volumes for her head and heart,” would not permit 
Susan to officiate in the assembly-room on the present occasion. 
She knew the gallantry of the unfair sex too well to trust a young 
and pretty girl^to the tender mercies of some inveterate topers amongst 
them, whose noses indexed the work they were constantly employed 
upon. She had accordingly retained the services of an elderly but 
most nimble official, who commonly beat carpets, cleaned knives, 
carried letters and messages, and took home his wife’s washing ; but 
who" was not unaccustomed also to wait on gentlemen, and who knew 
accurately all their gradations, from the first sip to the last hiccup. 
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The more active services of Mobbs (for such was his name) being 
called into requisition, he acquitted himself with uncommon volatility 
and skill, meandering between the chairs as though either he or they 
had no legs. It was, as Atkins* wonderingly observed, “ ^stonishing 
how he cut about*’ with the hot spirits and water, of which he never 
spilt a drop, and which he carried unerringly to their destination. 
His waistcoat pocket yielded up “change” miraculously, and his 
teeth seemed made to hold shillings between. 

Gentlemen, are you all charged ? ** cried Ormsby. 

The question having been answered in the affirmitive, “ Close 
the door after you, Mobbs ! ” he said, with suppressed emotion ; 
“ you may retire.” 

The chairman now placed himself upon his legs, and fulminated a 
fearfully long speech about nothing in general, and “The Castle 
Tavern ” in particular ; during which he took occasion to liken the 
landlady to a goodly vessel without rudder or compass, tossing about 
on the tremendous bosom of Neptune ; and drew a comparison 
between her and Portia, the wife of Tarquin, who would have died 
with her husband if people would have allowed her. “ Gentlemen,” 
he concluded, “ as Brutus said to the ghost of Pompey the Great, 
‘Meet me at Philippi,* so do I say to you, ‘Meet me at “The 
Castle ; ” * and the oftener, the more characteristic will it be of your 
sympathetic impressions regarding the widow and fatherless. I beg 
leave to give you, ‘ Success to “ The Castle,” and prosperity to 
Mrs. Chathan.’ ” 

Deeply affected as any of his auditors (except Joseph Atkins, 
who went up to him, and wrung him by the hand, whimpering, 
“ You’re a nable speaker, and a trump, that you are ”), Mr. Ormsby 
resumed his chair, and began mechanically to smite the table with 
his hammer, as though intent upon knocking a hole through it. 

After a pause, Mr. Hillary uprose, and addressed the chairman 
as follows : — 

“Mr. Chairman, the sooner Mobbs has gone his rounds, the 
better for all parties, himself included. — (Tidmarsh, my infant, when 
you give your orders, don’t forget me.) In the meanwhile, I beg 
to say, we have heard your admirable speech, and we have responded 
to it. It has struck home, Mr. Chairman” (here Mr. Hillary 
plunged bis finger against his bosom three or four times). “We 
have felt it, sir, felt it ! — (Tidmarsh, if your eyes were two burning- 
glasses, they’d scorch me to a cinder in two minutes more at 
furthest.) 

“ It is generally understood, Mr. Chairman, that we are to pro- 
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ceed to harmony: very good; I like it much. I am not going to 
enter upon the praise of music. Music has brought angels down out 
of heaven, and devils up out of the other place : Orpheus did the 
one ; Cecilia, the other : I dare say we shall do neither. All 1 have 
now to do, therefore, is to wish every gentleman (except yourself, 
Mr. Chairman, who, 1 know, do n’t sing) a good ear, a good voice, 
and a good memory. Mr. Chairman, I beg now to call upon myself 
for a song.” 

Order being restored, Mr. Hillary leaned back in his chair, and, 
with the remains of a fine voice, got through the following song : — 

Hast thou a sorrow ? fail not to borrow 
Wisdom from wine that may last till to-morrow ; 

Launch care from the stocks in gallant trim, 

Fling a bottle quick, at her head so thick. 

And she ’ll swim, — and she *11 switn ! 

Hast thou a joy ? fill up, my boy, 

Joy without wine is sure to cloy; 

And Bacchus is one of those exquisite thieves. 

That he takes all we hate, and the thoughts that elate, 

Why, he leaves, — why, he leaves ! 

Hast thou a foe ? let the wine flow, 

*T will sink in your soul, like the sun upon snow ; 

Forgave him, and if he ’s forgiven in vain. 

One shot from the stone of the grape alone. 

And he ’s slain,— and he ’s slain ! 

Hast thou a friend ? delay not to lend 

His name to the glass ere the draught descend ; 

For friendship that ’s nourished with wine endures ; 

Like the rock to the sea, or the bark to the tree, 

He is yours, — ho is yours ! 

FJast thou a love ? lift the glass above. 

And your heart will be warm as the nest of the dove ; 

See ! the tint of the wine is her blush’s sweet dye 
And the brightness that glows through its colour of rose. 

Is her eye, — is her eye ! 

“ Mr. Whittaker ! ” cried Hillary in a loud voice, when the 
applause occasioned by his song had in part subsided. 

“ Mr. Whittaker ! Mr. Whittaker ! ” resounded on all sides. 

“Why, really, Mr. Chairman and gentlemen,” cried that indi- 
vidual, “I wish I had been called upon at a more advanced period 
of the evening. I only know one song, and that I don’t think I *ve 
got quite by heart yet.” 
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Pitch it — pitch it,” cried Atkins across the table, “ if you want 
the key, here *s one ; ” and he drew from his coat-pocket a huge street- 
door conyenience, with which his wife, who for once had let him out 
on furlough, had charged him. “Who’s been a drinkin my gin- 
and-water,” he resumed, turning to a by-sitter ; “ 1 say, neighbour, 
that ’s a queer start.” 

“ You drank it yourself, 1 ’ll be upon my oath,” said the per- 
son appealed to, who was a certain Mr. Holdsworth ; “ did n’t he, 
Mr. HaD ? ” 

“ Can’t say,” returned the solicitor ; “ it’s what I always do — here I 
Hobbs ! Nobbs ! what the deuce is the fellow’s name ? ” 

“ Ne’er a one of those. Mobbs ! ” cried Atkins, handing his glass 
amongst many others, “ hot, sweet, and ginnified : do n’t mix it for 
two, this time ! ” 

' Mr. Whittaker having, colloquially to speak, cleared his pipes, 
suddenly began to warble the subjoined ditty : — 

I *ve been a sad unsteady chap, 

But very quickly hope to mend ; 

1 *11 go no more to bar or tap ; 

No more the Muzzy Club attend. 

I ’ll sit right opposite my wife, 

Beside the fixe like other mates, 

And lead a rare tee-total life, 

When I have paid the water-rates. 

Oh I can there he a viler sight, 

Than ** palace ’’ doors upon the swing ; 

And beasts who cannot stand upright. 

Tossing it off like anything ! 

See 1 there they go, all clothed in rags, 

Staggering about as though on skates : 

You *11 catch me reeling o’er the flags! 

When I have paid the water-rates. 

. I like it well, — hot, strong, and sweet. 

But ** cold without ” is not so had ; 

Though sometimes I prefer it neat. 

It is so quickly to be had. 

But I '11 not heed the scomer’s scoff ; 

I *11 be no more on walls or slates : 

See if old Griggs do n’t sponge me off, 

When I have paid the water-rates. 

They tell me coffee soothes the mind. 

And nothing equals good Souchong : 

I fear they generate the wind 
And dropsy; — but I may be wrong. 
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Coffee, I know, won’t quench the thirst. 

And tea distressingly inflates ; 

But still, I ’ll try them though I burat,— 

When I have paid the water-rates. 

I owe flve quarters, it appears ; 

They cut the water off last spring ; 

They ’ve summon’d me for the arrears : 

Between us, that ’s not quite the thing. 

My wife advises me to hop ; 

It *8 sense and reason all she states : — 

No ! I ’ll not touch another drop, 

When I have paid the water-rates. 

“ What do you think of Whittaker’s song ? ” inquired Hdds- 
worth, nudging his friend Mr. Dewham Hall : as for not paying 
the water-rates, I blame no man for getting off ’em if he can ; but 
his wife advising him to hop, that’s not moral; is it? It’s doing 
the landlord ” 

“ Brown,” said Dewham Hall, “ and he has no remedy. Can’t 
seize the sticks when they ’re off the premises.” 

“ You canno/,” responded Holdsworth, with a deep sigh. 

** Upon whom do you call, Mr. Whittaker,^’ demanded the 
chairman, ” after your most excellent song ? ” 

“ I leave it in the hands of the vice,” replied Whittaker, who 
had for some time been vainly imploring Nightingale, by the value 
he set upon his friendship, and other serious stimulants, to favour 
the company with a sentimental air. 

“ Then,” cried Ikey, “ I have my eye upon a phoenix in the 
comer here, with the voice of a nightingale, double-barrelled ex- 
pression, and action like a steam-engine. With unaffected pleasure, 
I knock down Mr. Griffiths Price.” 

All eyes being directed towards the stranger, alighted upon a 
very minute face, ^ith a pair of exceedingly small visual organs, 
which had no occupation in life (and, perhaps, never had from earliest 
infancy) but to keep watch upon a very red nose. 

“ I would gladly oblige,” said Mr. Griffiths Price, in a kind of 
cracked counter-tenor voice, ” but I never sing without the accom- 
paniment of the Welsh harp. Give me that, and—” here Mr. 
Griffiths Price flousished a bar or two of “The Noble Race of 
Shcnkin.” 

“ My dear fellow ! ” expostulated Ikey, “ the only thing that 
comes near to it, to be got in this house, is a Welsh rabbit.” 

“ I can’t get on, Mr. Hillary,” returned the Cambrian, “without 
the Welsh harp. Oh, that I had Gittiugs here! wouldn’t I give 
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you ‘ Prince Llewellyn ! ’ *' And to ^imish the company with a vague 
notion of the extent of their loss, he trilled a fragment of that de- 
lightful air. 

‘‘ I must mend my call/' said Hillary, addressing the chairman ; 
'** here *s a gentleman can’t proceed without an instrumental accom- 
paniment. Sir, if we got him a Welsh harp, he’d want a Welsh 
wig to look national in. Tidmarsh, one of your young friends will 
oblige us ? ” 

^r. D’Oyley Tidmarsh forthwith sent up the name of Mr. Purdon, 
in spite of sundry digs in the ribs, with which Mr. Purdon’s angular 
elbow favoured him. 

The young gentleman began to offer various lame and impotent 
excuses, in a style of elocution evincing that he was one of those 

“ Who fetch their life and being 

From men of cockney siege.’* 

These objections, however, being overruled, Mr. Purdon passed his 
fingers through his long drab hair, hemmed three or four times, said 
*‘eh?” to his njxt neighbour twice, who said “eh?” twice in 
reply, and then sang the exploits of a certain “ Knight with the 
Golding Crest who, it would seem, had played what Ikey politely 
called “ Erebus and Thomas” with the Saracens in the Holy Land, 
and was eventually found dead, leaning on a lute under his mistress’s 
window, who had changed her lodgings five years previously, having 
married the Knight of the Sable Visor, who was given to drinking 
blood, and was partial to making an excellent dinner off the fattest 
children he could select. 

Mr. Purdon’s exciting ballad being concluded, the singer again 
passed his fingers through his hair, turned all manner of colours 
while the applause lasted, got up an insane laugh, seized upon his 
half-smoked cigar, and ordered Mobbs to bring him another glass of 
rum -and- water, stronger than the last. 

“ Am 1 necessiated to give a call ? ” he inquired, after a pause ; 
“ then, here goes : Mr. Hostidge ! — Hostidge, I ’ve nailed you : I 
do love to haggravate you / ” 

The person addressed was another yoimg gentleman, a grave 
mustard-pot of a fellow, with a kind of rough-cast countenance, who 
sat at Purdon’s side. He did not appear in the smallest degree 
“ haggravated,” but diligently proceeded to select from memory 
something that might give entire satisfaction. 

“ ‘ Oh I have you not beard of Kate Kearney ? ’ ” began 
Mr. Hostidge. 
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** Too high,” said Hillary. 

Nothing daunted, Mr. Hostidge again rummaged his memory. 

” ‘ Oft in the stilly night ’ ” 

“ Oh ! too low,” cried Nightingale, with a shudder. 

Hostidge fixed his eyes upon the fiu:e of the sentimentalist, as 
though he expected to find thereon the name of another song legibly 
written. ” 1 'ye got it, at last,” said he. 

” ‘ Then, farewell, my trim-built wherry ! * ” 

** Up in the garret, friend Hostidge ! ” cried Hillaiy. 

“Then what signifies?” cried Hostidge, striking the table 
with his fist, his face and manner undergoing a sudden and re- 
markable change, from blank and solemn no-meaning to a kind of 
factitious yivacity ; “ here goes ! if this do n’t suit you, what ’s the 
odds ? — all the same a hundred years hence and he gave, with 
much laborious endeavour at comic expression, the following quaint 
performance : — 

Miss Penelope Pratt, seated facing her cat. 

In her rush bottom'd chair was rocking ; 

And she thought of the beaux who had knelt at her toet, 

As she mended an old cotton stocking. 

When the ghost of a weaver, as thin as a cleaver, 

Whisk'd through the door without knocking ; 

And says he, “ Miss Penelop', Old Nick will you envelope. 

If you keep on a-daming that stocking. 

** In my way of business, how many in prison is, 

Whom the gaolers are now uplooking ; 

And how could they exist, if, like you, on her fist 
£v'ry woman was darning a stocking ? " 

** Stuff 1 who cares for that? " cried Penelope Pratt, 
l%e ghost of the weaver quite mocking ; 

“ The trade may be tiff'd, but I’ll stick to my thrift, 

And I icon'/ leave off darning my stocking I " 

'* Very well, — that 's enough I " said the ghost in a hufl^ 

And it vanish'd, its nose at her cocking ; 

And the cat's tail did grow a very sizeable boa. 

As Miss Pratt went on darning her stocking 

The candle burnt blue, it had taken its cue ; 

And Nick came with a needle — oh, shocking ! — 

"Twas large as a spit, and he took her on it 
Down below, to mend Mrs. Nick’s stocking. 

Mr. Nightingale being called upon for the next song, started, 
” like a guilty thing,” out of a deep reverie into which he had fallen. 
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Taking off his bat, he rubbed his head with much vehemence, and 
then replaced the beaver slowly. He presently cast up his eyes, 
which encountered a small effigy of Souter Johnny, standing on the 
top of the looking-glass ; and never once removing his gaze from 
that specimen of the fine arts, gave vent to this moumfrd and com- 
plaining strain : — 

There was joy in the mansion, and mirth in the hall, 

And brief were the tears that her parents let fall ; 

And gay was the bridegroom who walk’d by her side ; — 

But oh ! to have seen the pale cheek of the bride ! 

And we, who beheld her so trembling and mute. 

Deem’d all were not worthy who throve in their suit ; 

And we thought of the one she had soom'd, in whose breast 
l*he last hope that lived was, that she might be blest 

And three years since then have pass’d over her brow ; 

Before, she was happy ; but what is she now ? 

A dove that is clasp’d in the serpents bright fold ; 

A violet crush’d in a censer of gold ! 

And oh 1 like the gems which adorn her, whose rays 
£T*ry heave of her bosom more richly displays. 

Hit memory never her b^^t shall forsake. 

More dear from each throb of her heart — till it break 1 

** I never had the pleasure of hearing Mr. Luscombe,’* said 
Nightingale, addressing a stout gentleman. ** Will you be so kind 
as to favour us ? ** 

Mr. Luscombe turned crimson at the unexpected application, and 
shook his head, smiling. 

“ Now, do n’t go to say so, sir,” urged Atkins ; “ give us some- 
thing, if it ’s ever so little. 1 wish somebody ’ud ask me ; would n’t 
I chanticleer ! Never trust me, if I would n’t give ’em a right down 
good un ! ” 

Mr. Luscombe knocked the ashes out of his pipe. ** I do n’t 
care,” said he, ** if I do try a very peculiar thing a son-in-law of 
mine made me sing last Christmas night. It is a very peculiar, — 
a very strange song. I hope the gentlemen will excuse it.” 

Mr. Luscombe placed his two thumbs into his waistcoat pockets, 
and bestowed some prefatory taps with his fingers upon his stomach. 
Hereupon, the chairman and vice plied their hammers vigourously 
upon the table ; 

“ For as one nail perforce drives out another,” 

so does one noise, by its almost unbearable pertinacity, succeed in 
expelling a less noise. 
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To describe the time, or rather intonation, to which Mr. Lw 
combe's song went, is quite out of the question. Milton speaks oi 
the “ beUman’s drowsy charm ; ” what particular variation of mo- 
noton (so to speak) that might be, I know not : Mr. Luscombe's 
was something between that of a minor canon and a town-crier, — 
begging pardon of both for the comparison. The words were 
these : — 

There was an old gentleman who was rery partial to going a-fiahing, 

And, like other anglers, you may beliere, he was for a nibble often wishing ; 

But whether it was he did n’t handle his rod or bait his hook right, 

But so it was, he never, in the whole course of his life, got a single bite. 

Well, the old gentleman had been all one day trying to catch a gudgeon; 

But the beast of a fish was too wide awake, which put him into high dudgeon : 

So he threw down his rod : — ** What *s the use,” said he, ” however much I try ; 
Therefore, I ’ll have a swig of the bottled porter, and a cut at the pigeon pie.” 
Having so done, thinks he, “ There ’s no rose in life without thorns ; 

This is a very fine midsummer day, but particularly cruel to my corns ; 

So I ’ll sit with my back to this tree, and steep my senses in half an hour’s Lethe : 
‘ Forty nods after dinner are a very good thing,’ said the late Dr. Abemethy.” 

He had n’t been long asleep (ten minutes or a quarter-of-an-hour, if you like) 
When he dream’d he was turn’d into a fish (a sturgeon, it may be, or a pike) : 
And he saw a tempting worm, that was floating along under the mills. 

And he made a snap at it, as another fish might do, and found a hook between 
his gills. 

Raising his eyes to see how the hook got into his gullet. 

He saw a gentleman with a rod, who began, without asking leave, to pull it. 
There was no strength in his tail at all, and, therefore, it was no use whatever to 
task it; 

So he was dragged to shore in a jifiey, and thrown into a very large basket 
He was given to the cook at ” The Tiger,” which he knew to be one of the best 
inns ; 

And she pretty soon laid hold of a knife to rid him of his intestines. 

And just as the unnatural hag was about to make free with his liver. 

He started out of his sleep, and fell head-over-heels in the river. 

” Catch me,” said the old gentleman, when he at last scrambled to shore, 

” Just catch me, if you can, trying to catch any fish any more. 

I never thought before of the cruelty of rod, line, and hook. 

Still less did I ever imagine what it was to be under the hands of the cook.” 

Moral (which Mr. Liucombe pointed with great solemnity). 

Now, you, whether lady or gentleman, who are so particularly fond of angling. 
And like nothing so much as to see a fish at the end of your line dangling, 

Do n’t take your morality from any book you may please to draw from a shelf, 
But just fancy a moment how you ’d like a hook in your gullet yourself. 

“ Well, if that is n't a rum un, I 'm blest ! ” remarked Atkins. 
“ My eyes ! just look here ! if Mr. Holdsworth and Mr. Hall ain't 
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been making beasts o’ themselves. If ever 1 see such a kipple for 
mopping it up, never trust me. Who are you going to call upon 
now, eh ? — you know, — come.” 

“ I shall be glad to hear Mr. Tidmarsh,” said Luscombe, re- 
suming his pipe, who, being near-sighted, was unable to detect the 
deplorable state to which that young gentleman and his two fnenda 
had reduced themselves. 

** I thought you were more of the gentleman,” said Atkins, sul- 
lenly, “ when I pitched it so strong ; you might ha’ thought o’ me. 

“ Mr. Tidmarsh,” said Ikey, hammering the table, “ has been 
taking too much water with his spirits, which is not good for his 
complaint, and his friends have gone and done likewise.” 

“ Come, Mr. Titmouse, give us a squeak,” said Atkins, not 
hearing the explanation of the Vice ; “ go it, my dandelion ! ” 

“ Mr. Atkins ! Mr, Joseph Atkins ! ” remonstrated Ormsby, who 
began to look rather pink about the eyes, ** I am surprised at you; 
you must be well aware of that young gentleman’s cognomen.” 

Mr. Atkins had brought himself to a state in which he was 
seldom disposed to brook reproof. He was tempted to kick even at 
presidential authority. 

“ Cognomen ! ” said he, “ what ’s that ? I cog no men, and rob 
no men, Mr. Cheerman. 1 ’ve done nothing wrong, by no manner 
of means. Have I offended you, sir ? ” and he turned to his left- 
hand neighbour. 

“ You have not, sir.” 

“ Or you ? or you ? or you ? ” pursued the defendant, enquiring 
severally of every person in the room, some of whom replied in the 
negative, whilst others could not speak at all. “ Well, then,” he 
exclaimed, triumphantly, when he had completed his interrogatories, 
** look at that ! ” 

“ Mr. Atkins,” said Hillary, “ you are called upon for a song.” 
“ Am I though ? ” and he turned up the cuffs of his coat ; “ then 
you shall have one, without any bother about it. I ain't got a very 
bad cold, and 1 do n't want a pe-anner to sing by, with a fine fur- 
belowed madam to turn over the moosic for me.” 

“ Let us hope,” said Mr. Ormsby, “ it will not be very low.” 
“ Honour ! ” said Atkins : “ low ? — I *m above it. It *s a very re- 
spectable chant, and took my fancy when I heard the man with one 
arm and the same quantity of eyes a-singing it. It ’s a cut above 
me, for blest if I understand half of it. I did think of giving you 
‘ The Lay of the Four-and-Nine,’ which is low ; howbeit ” — and 
Atkins abruptly commenced — 
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I ’m a very old man, and have long passed my prime, 

But, Lord ! what I *ve seen, heard and known in my time ! 
Let youngsters run on of the quick march of mind ; 

For my part, I ’m glad they have left me behind. 

my— 

I ’ve seen Mr. Garrick in Lear and Macbeth ; 

I remember an alderman starved to death. 

I once saw a cabbage three feet round the middle ; 

I was going to hear Neil Gow play the fiddle. 

I remember when George the Third married his Queen ; 

I once ran from Comhill to Islington Green. 

I ’ve been in Reid’s brewhouse, and dined in the vat ; 

I didn’t think Lambert excessively fat 

Time is fleeting, youth ’s a feather. 
Age and wisdom go together. 

And— 

I saw Doctor Johnson in Thrale’s park at Streatham, 

I *ve had five mourning rings left me — never could get >m. 

I ’ve seen Mr. Pitt dine at Merchant Tailors’ ; 

I subscribed two pound two for the destitute whalers. 

I once saw a porpoise caught just off Queenhithe ; 

I ’ve been told of a parson who would n*t take tithe. 

I saw Ahershaw hanged, and knew Bellingham’s niece; 

I remember when apples were sixpence a-piece. 

Time is fleeting, youth ’s a feather. 
Age and wisdom go together. 

Further — 

My son squinted merely from seeing Jack Wilkes ; 

London milk is the worst of all possible milks. 

I recollect ladies in hoops and brocade ; 

I once saw a bill Mr. Sheridan paid. 

I ’ve been in the cell of the great Doctor Dodd ; 

I ’ve seen Mr. Fox to the Prince of Wales nod. 

I can tell when the French revolution began ; 

And Junius I think a remarkable man. 

Time is fleeting, youth ’a a feather, 
Age and wisdom go together. 

Lastly — 

Peg Nicholson was n’t so mad as they say ; 

Though she fired at the king, it was only her way. 

I ’ve heard of a beggar who kicked a churchwarden ; 

I once bowed to a scarecrow stuck up in a garden. 

I ’ve seen a gooseberry big as an egg ; 

I ’ve been beaten at cribbage, and not stirred a peg. 

I ’ve got a green shade of the great Nelson’s eye ; 

And I ’ve dined with a sexton off owlet pie. 

Do n’t you think, after this, let them prate as they may, 

That I have a vast deal more knowledge than they? 

Time is fleeting, youth *s a fbather, 
Age and wisdom go together. 
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“ Now, Mr. Cheerman and gentlemen,” said Atkins, on the con- 
clusion of his song, mean to give you a toast and sentiment, 
which I had thought o* giving in case I sung ‘ Tlie Lay of the Four 
and Nine ; * ” and he looked wisely round the table, and said, in an 
under tone, “ May our wives’ tongues never run four and nine to the 
dozen.” 

A general rising, or attempt to rise, now took place, in the midst 
of which Mr. Holds worth awoke. Recollecting where he was, and 
rightly conjecturing that the room was rapidly emptying, he began 
to be apprehensive that he was going to be left by himself. He 
accordingly made it his business to demand of the company — “When 
am I going to be taken home ? ” which he repeated many times in 
peremptory succession ; the eight words of which that question con- 
sists being uttered with special emphasis in rotation. 

In the meanwhile, Mr. Atkins made a reprisal upon Holdsworth s 
glass, which he emptied, and then took a long pull at Mr. Dewham 
Hall’s brandy-and- water ; thence making a circuit of the abandoned 
table, for the^ purpose of disposing of any quantities, large or small, 
which, by chance or choice, might have been left thereon. 

Having so done, he captured a chair, which he protested was 
running away from him ; and taking a seat, was just in time to see 
two Holdsworths carried away by two stout youths. 

How Mr. Atkins, who was £he last to go, got home at last, I 
have no means of knowing. He was picked up from the mat at the 
foot of the stairs ; and the door of the clock-case on the landing had 
sustained severe injury, from which it was inferred, that the head of 
Joseph had come in contact with it. 

Mobbs and Susan aver, that when he was got upon his legs, and 
immediately the door of the house was opened, he sprung from their 
grasp, and set off running ** like mad ; ” but he was as fresh as ever 
on the next morning, when he came for half-a-pint of purl. 

It was not often that Mr. Ormsby felt himself under the necessity 
of adding a matutinal peccadillo to the sins of the previous night, or, 
to employ a significant phrase, of ** taking a hair of the dog that 
had bitten him ; ” but on the morning after the supper, he turned his 
steps towards “ The Castle ” for the purpose of getting “ a cock’s eye ” 
of brandy, and casting, in return, a sheep’s eye at Mrs. Chatham. 

Here he had the pleasure of exchanging the compliments of the 
morning with Joseph Atkins, who pressed upon his acceptance a tin 
measure of milk, that being the innocent article of commerce in 
which Joseph had for many years dealt, and the surplusage of which 
he commonly bestowed upon his pig. Ormsby declined the proffered 
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fluid, and was not sorry when his fnend reyoked himself and with- 
drew, protesting, as he sidled and waddled from the door, that never 
in his bom days had he been present at so “ out-an*-out a gayler.” 

The orator, left to himself, began to feel a strange backwardness 
of his vernacular tongue ; a nervous timidity which prevented him 
from launching beyond meteorological topics. He sighed and sipped, 
sipped and looked, felt strange flushes come over his countenance, 
counted the cordial bottles till their manifold colours made his eyes 
spin in his head, and at length consulted the clock, which reminded 
him that to get to the Bank by nine, required, considering his inexo- 
rable bunions, pretty sharp toe-and-heel work. He, accordingly, set 
down his glass, lifted his hat, and retired, thoroughly resolved upon 
doing better next time. 

“ Well, mum,’* said Susan, plunging Mr. Ormsby’s glass into a 
vessel of water by her side, and setting it upside down upon the 
bar ; “ it does n’t signify ; something is the matter with Mr. Ormsby : 
I ’m sure there is.” 

** What can it be, Susan ? ” replied Mrs. Chatham. 

“ Gracious only knows, mum,” returned Susan ; “ but I ’m 
positive and sure of it.” 

You have noticed it for some time, have n’t you ? ” 

Ever since that evening last week when he made that fine 
speech about the supper. Did you see his eyes just now, mum, 
how they rolled about ? He seemed, as some of the men say, looking 
nine ways for Sunday.” 

** You shouldn’t say men’s sayings,” said Mrs. Chatham, gravely. 

“ No, mum, I won’t. He stared at you two or three times in 
such a way, mum, and puffed a long breath — so, — and looked so 
comical, I thought I should have died.” 

“ At me ? ” cried Mrs. Chatham, arranging the chin-stay of her 
cap. ** Bless the man ! what could he see in me, I wonder ? ” 

“ Yes, mum ; but,” said Susan, more gravely, “ guess what Joe 
Atkins says. He says, he *s sure he ’s a victim of the tender 
passion ; but / think it’s the paralettic.” 

“ Mr. Ormsby in love ! ” cried Mrs. Chatham, laughing ; “ well, 
that ’s droll enough, girl. But how does Atkins know that ? ” 

** By his talk, he says,” replied Susan ; ** but there ’s no knowing 
what to make of Atkins, he ’s so deceitful. He ’s been romancing 
with Tom till he ’s nearly turned the boy’s brains, about his being 
the son of a baronit, and coming into the title. Rely upon it, mum, 
I ’m right about Mr. Ormsby.” 

“ Nonsense, child ! ” said Mrs. Chatham, a little sharply : “ he 
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does D*t look well this morning, certainly. He drank too much last 
night. — Was he very tipsy, Susan ? ” 

“ La, no, mum ! a very little the worse. He blundered a little 
’gainst the wainscoting; but that was all along of his shyness, 
because he would try to walk so very steadfast : and he gave Mobbs 
a slap o’ the ear, and a shilling for himself, and said he was a noble 
Roman, and used some of those long words I Ve heard him pro- 
nounce.” 

“ It was his learning,” said Mrs. Chatham ; “ he ’s a great 
bookworm.” 

“ Lord, mum ! ” continued Susan, “ you should have seen Mr. 
Tidmarsh and his two young friends he brought with liim. Mr. Tid- 
marsh called the tall pale one the ghost in Amlit, and said, *Go 
on ; I follow thee ; * and the young gentleman began waving his 
stick, and walking back as well as he could. Mobbs had opened 
the door, and out they glided, and, forgetting the steps, tumbled 
one over the other, one over the other : — you should have seen ’em 
rolling along, mum ! ” 

“ I hope they were not hurt,” observed Mrs. Chatham. 

“ Not a bit, mum,” replied Susan. “ But the best of it was, 
the other young gentleman seeing them fall, fell a-laughing, and 
went to lean against the wainscot, instead of which it was the tap 
door, and down he went all of a sudden, like food in a famine, as 
Mr. Hillary said, who picked him up, and took him away.” 

“ Mr. Hillary was none the worse for what he drank, I ’ll be 
bound,” said the landlady. 

** Not in the least,” answered Susan. ” Goodness, mum, what 
oceans Mr. Hillary can take without its doing him any harm. Mobbs 
says he had five or six glasses before him at once ; for the young 
gentlemen would treat him, and he never says ‘ No’ to anything.” 

‘‘A sad pity!” said Mrs. Chatham. “I knew him, Susan, 
when he used to come to ‘ The Three Tuns ’ several years ago, 
long before I saw Mr. Chatham : ” — and the widow heaved a sigh 
which, for want of more particular knowledge, I must place to the 
account of the deceased. He was then quite the gentleman,” 
continued Mrs. Chatham, “and handsome too — a very handsome 
man, Susan.” 

“ Well, I declare ! ” cried Susan. “ How drink alters people ! 
But though we ’re born, we ’re not buried, as my mother says : we 
do n’t know what we may come to.” 

“ Yes,” said Mrs. Chatham, after a pause, “ twenty years hence, 
you won’t be the pretty girl you are now, Susan Hawkins.” 
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“ La, mum ! what a funny speech that is of yours ! ’* exclaimed 
Susan, thinking at the same time that the compliment would have 
been all the better without the inference. “ When beauty was 
shared, I was behind the door, and my portion came through the 
keyhole, I ’m sure : but beauty ’s only skin deep, after all, they say.” 

” But ugliness goes to the bone, they say also,” remarked 
Mrs. Chatham, laughing. “ Ah ! Susan, you ’re a sly girl.” 

Here the conversation was interrupted by the entrance of a 
customer. 

In the meanwhile, Mr. Ormsby was making the best of his way 
to the Bank. It was useless to deny it ; — he could no longer conceal 
the fact from himself he had an eye to the widow. That truth 
flashed all at once from cerebrum to cerebellum y and blazed away till 
his brain-pan was almost calcined. The whole morning — Shall I 
succeed in winning her ? ” — “ I wonder whether she ’ll have me ? ” 
— “ How am I to set about ascertaining this ? ” — “ * None but the 
brave deserve the fair.* ’* — “ ‘ Better late than never.* ** — “ ‘ All *8 
Well that Ends Well.* ’* — “ ‘ Romeo and Juliet.* ’* — “ Caesar passed 
the Rubicon, and gained the battle of Thermopylae.” — These and 
similar doubts and incitements stalked and hustled through his 
bosom, like a hie of raw recruits not yet brought under the disci- 
pline of the rattan. But it was necessary that they should be got 
into something like subjection. An idea suggested itself to him 
which divided itself thus : — “ If I marry Mrs. Chatham, what am I 
to do with her ? If she marries me, what am I to do with myself? ** 
He meant thereby, ** Shall I take her into private life, or will she 
draw me into the public line ? ” 

As to the former, it was an £ s. d. question. The Castle” 
was a valuable concern, and would realise something handsome. 
Added to his own savings, it would secure a competence for life. 
The latter was a poser. *‘Orby Ormsby, Licensed Dealer in 
Wines and Spirits.** Alcibiades and Cincinnatus! that must 
never be. What would the “governor and company** think of 
that ? Shades of Daniel Race, of Abraham Newland, of Henry Hase ! 
— not to speak of the board of directors — not to invoke the quick 
(and they are very so) clerks of the vast establishment to which he 
belonged ! How could he entertain such a notion ? 

And yet, after all, there was no great disgrace in it. A fur cap 
was not ignominious ; and a white apron, even with a large square 
pocket, did not bring shame upon its possessor. The great point 
was to get the widow’s consent : that obtained, minor details might 
be argued in committee. 
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Still, there were other considerations that pressed themselves 
upon his immediate attention. The little experience Mr. Ormsbj 
had been enabled to acquire of women — more especially of widows — 
had superinduced a salutary caution in all his transactions with 
them. He remembered well the fascinating Mrs. Chouser, who had 
studiously and aforethought kept her five children anonymously in 
the background, till an unforeseen circumstance brought the quarter- 
score of brats to light, and he was obliged to compound with the 
solicitor for wantonly outraging and trifling with the feelings of a 
delicate and unprotected female. Nor with less distinctness did he 
recal to memory the truly agreeable Mrs. Perkins, the self-consti- 
tuted widow, who had utterly forgotten that her husband was still 
resident in one of our penal settlements, and whose lively imagination 
had conjured up a snug little property in Essex which was nowhere 
discoverable. 

But here was a difierent case altogether. It required all the 
imagination of a Perkins to suppose for an instant that Mrs. Chat- 
ham possessed a similar amount of children to the Chouser. He 
knew that she was without those blessings ; and her bond fide^ real, 
substantial brick-built “ Castle,” was worth aU the castles in the air 
which Perkins had ever erected with her brain-wrought trowel, and 
scaffolding made out of her own head. 

Might Joseph Atkins be taken into confidence, and constituted a 
sapper and miner in the projected siege ? Many opportunities were 
presented to that individual during the day, of observing whether 
Mrs. Chatham had already acquired any new admirers ; and his best 
faculties being called into operation, he might doubtless ascertain 
what degree of encouragement (if any) was accorded to them, “ or 
any or either of them.” The confidently prognosticated Mr. Wright 
(foretold by Atkins), who was in due time to hang up his hat, and 
invest himself with all other matrimonial privileges — this shrewdly- 
conjectured Mr. W. might be himself ! 

But, no ! Joseph Atkins was a hog altogether too vile for so 
delicate an office. “ Pigs may fly ; but they are very unlikely 
birds.” As unlikely and as ungainly a Cupid or a Mercury 
would Atkins approve himself. Another course of action presented 
itself to him which he would follow, — on the express understanding 
that he was to lose no time about it. 

Accordingly, he presented himself at the bar rather earlier than 
usual, and taking his half-pint of porter, snatched a few fortifying 
glances at Mrs. Chatham, and then retreated to the parlour, followed 
by Susan with his brandy-and-water. 
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“ Shut the door, my dear,” said he in a voice tremulous with 
emotion ; “ I want to speak to you.” 

Susan obeyed, not a little surprised at so unaccustomed a request. 
Had the girl been a student of the human countenances she would 
have detected a miserably factitious gaiety on the face of the orator, 
which he had summoned thereto, by way of concealing a dismal 
struggle which was going on in his interior man. 

** Miss Susannah,” cried Ormsby, winking one eye and shaking 
his head wickedly — “ come hither — here — nearer — a little nearer.” 

Susan advanced slowly and with some hesitation. What was the 
matter with the man ? What was he at ? What was he going to be 
up to ? 

“ My dear girl,” resumed Ormsby, and he drew her towards him 
with one hand. “ I have a particular favour — a very particular 
favour to beg of you.” 

“What is it?” cried Susan — “oh, don’t, sir, I wish you’d let 
me go.” 

“ Not yet,” cried the orator, “ is the door shut ? till you have 
promised to grant it.” 

Susan was seized with a sudden fluttering. “ Anything in reason, 
Mr. Ormsby,” she said “ I know you would not expect — ” 

“ But mind,” exclaimed the other impressively — “ you must by 
no means communicate to your excellent mistress, Mrs. Chatham, 
this — this — that I am now about to ask. Will you give me ” 

“ Ha’ done, ha’ done, Mr. Ormsby ! ” exclaimed Susan, before 
the orator could bring out “ your word,” which he was about inoffen- 
sively to utter. “ Let me go, sir, or I ’ll scream, I will ! ” — and she 
retreated to the door. 

“ Come hither, child,” cried the wondering Ormsby, beckoning 
her with crooked finger towards him. 

“ I sha* n’t, you old — ” said Susan, flouncing from the room — 
“ fool ! ” when she had got out of ear-shot. 

“ Well, this is the most extraordinary — the most incomprehen- 
sible — the most impenetrable mystery, that it ever came under my 
province to elucidate ! ” thought Ormsby, plumping into his chair : 
“ it surpasses rationation to unfathom it. Confound that giddy girl, 
whom I wrongly supposed to be as close as Dionysius’s ear, or the 
Delphine oracle of Minerva. What! what! what! did Susannah 
suppose I was going to salute her ? ” — and here the orator grinned 
most horribly, and wiped his lips with his handkerchief. “ Foolish, 
insane, halucinated young person ! ” 

Whilst Mr. Ormsby was thus cogitating, and endeavouring to 
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supply from the nuscelLmeous stores of his memory some precedent 
by which it might be advisable that he should frame his future 
conduct, a conversation was agitating in the bar by no means con- 
ducive to the success of his suit. 

“ Oh, mum ! what do you think ? ” said Susan, when she entered 
the bar. Mr. Ormsby must be gone stark-staring mad. Such a 
nice, good gentleman as he used to be ! ” 

** What do you mean ? ” said Mrs. Chatham, in surprise. 

Only think, mum ! if he did n’t try to kiss me, I do n’t stand 
here.” 

“To kiss you! — Mr. Ormsby! — impossible, girl!” replied the 
landlady, still more astonished. 

“ He did,” persisted Susan ; “ but I would n’t let him. Really, 
mum, there seems to be no making out the men. He would have 
kissed me if I ’d have allowed it ; but I would n’t.” 

“ Well, I ’m sure ! ” cried Mrs. Chatham, much incensed. “ I *11 
have no such doings here, I can tell him. The old wretch ! He 
does n’t walk out of this house till I ’ve told him my mind. I ’ll 
go now.” 

“ No, do n’t, mum, go to do such a thing — pray do n’t,” urged 
Susan. 

“ But, child, I ’ve no notion of such things,” said Mrs. Chatham, 
making towards the little swing-door. 

“ He ’ll never do it any more, I ’ll be bound,” cried Susan, 
taking her mistress by the gown : “ let him be with his own con- 
science.” 

“ If he should, I ’ll tear his very^ — leave go, Susan, I beg,” said 
Mrs. Chatham, sharply. 

“ Such a good customer,” insinuated Susan. 

The landlady was softened. “ Well, before he goes, I ’ll name 
it to him.” 

“ No, mum, pray do n’t,” said Susan. “ I say, suppose he 
should offer to do so again ? ” 

“ Box his ears well ; he deserves it,” cried the widow. 

“ La, mum ! would you ? ” said Susan, doubtfully. “ Might n’t 
1 call him an old monster ? ” 

“ An old monster, indeed ! ” said Mrs. Chatham, as she suddenly 
arose. “ What did you please to want, ma’am ? ” — She addressed a 
large tarnished velvet bonnet which was protruded over the bar. 

“ Pray, madam, may I enquire whether Mr. Nightingale is here ? ” 
asked a mincing voice. 

“ He is not, ma’am, — but, I dare say, he will be, presently.” 
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** Oh, I thank you ! ” said the lady, bowing with the huge “bonnet. 
“ Dear me, how provoking ! I have come a long way, and wish to 
see Mr. Nightingale very much — very so — oh ! ** So saying, the 
lady ungloved her left; hand, and laid her case of long fingers upon 
the bar. 

“ Will you please to walk in, and take a seat in my parlour,” said 
Mrs. Chatham, who observed the ring on her fourth finger, and con-, 
eluded, after making a landlady’s survey of the stranger’s person, 
that the lady tvas a lady, although, sooth to say, her gear displayed 
the spring, summer, autumn, and winter fashions of two years since. 

“ You are very kind,” returned the lady ; and she advanced on 
extreme tiptoe through the bar, and took a seat in the parlour. “And 
pray, madam, may I ask, how is Mr. Nightingale ? ” 

“ He was very well, ma’am, last night — very,” replied Mrs. 
Chatham. 

“ I am delighted to hear it ; quite so. He is a good, kind 
soul ; very few like him in this world : I am sure I have cause to 
say so. Will you let me have a glass of rum-and-shrub and a bis- 
cuit?” These articles being supplied, the lady began to munch 
and sip in silence. 

It was a considerable time before Mr. Nightingale made his 
appearance. He came, however, at last. Mrs. Chatham went forth 
to intercept him ; whilst the lady half arose from her chair, gathered 
her reticule up in one hand, spread out her faded gown with the 
other, and ejaculated, “Oh, heavens ! ” and, in an undertone, “ Now 
for it.” 

“ A lady want me ! ” exclaimed Nightingale ; “ it must be a 
mistake, Mrs. Chatham ; I know no ladies.” 

“Had you not better come in and see her?” remarked Mrs. 
Chatham, in a whisper. — “A tall lady,” she added, “with very 
light hair, a top tooth out on the left side, and lavender coloured boots.” 

“ N o ! ” said Nightingale slowly, endeavouring to jog his 

memory, which could not stir in the matter. “ Very light hair — 
tooth out — lavender boots! I don’t know her: tell her I don’t 
come here now.” 

“ But she has seen you,” expostulated Mrs. Chatham ; and poor 
Nightingale, mente conscia recti, but dolefully nervous nevertheless, 
followed the landlady into the parlour. 

“ Will you not know an old friend again, Mr. Nightingale?” said 
the lady, rising, and extending her hand, from which the senti- 
mentalist shrank apparently affrighted. “Am I, then, so changed 
that you have ceased to remember me ? ” 
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“ Madam ! Miss ! — God bless me ! — eh ! ah ! Miss Jemima Jilt ! — 
Mrs. Tibbits ! ** went Nightingale, inteijectionally. “ How do you 
do ? ** he added, vaguely. 

** I am not as I once was,’* returned Mrs. Tibbits, mournfully, 
“ as you knew me once.” 

“ I am very glad — sorry, I mean — shocked,” stammered Night- 
ingale, who, however, soon recovered himself sufficiently to assume 
the indifferent ; how are they all at home ? children quite well ? 
Tibbits hearty ? not that I have the pleasure of the acquaintance of 
Tibbits.'* Nightingale gave the frightful dissyllable with sufficient 
emphasis. 

“ We are all far from well,” said Mrs. Tibbits, with a sigh ; — 
** will you not be seated ? — I came to—” 

” Perhaps you would prefer our room up stairs,” suggested Mrs. 
Chatham, coming forward. 

Nightingale returned a distressful glance, that indicated, at least, 
as much desire for a private dram as a private room. 

** Susan,” cried Mrs. Chatham, ** light two candles, and shew 
this lady and Mr. Nightingale into the assembly-room.” Susan did 
not obey this command with the best grace in the world, but, seizing 
the candles, walked off, leaving the lady and gentleman to follow as 
they best might. 

Left to themselves, Mrs. Tibbits quietly took possession of a 
chair; and Nightingale, drawing one towards her along the floor, 
sat down at a respectful distance, and leaning forward with his hands 
upon his knees, begged to know to what he was to attribute the 
honour of her visit. 

Mrs. Tibbits hemmed, sighed, coughed, tried to look embarrassed, 
and dived her hand into her reticule several times. She then arose, 
and walked to the window ; had a particularly sharp pinch at her 
nose, poked a finger into each eye, and returned. “ Oh, Nightin- 
gale!” gazing at him ruefully, ‘*whom I might once have called 
mine, I am very miserable — so, so wretched I ” 

** Good heavens ! Mrs. Tib — madam, what is the meaning of 
this ? ” cried Nightingale, who was really affected by so mournful a 
spectacle as his once-loved Jemima presented. 

“ Oh, Nat! — pardon me,” cried Mrs. Tibbits, “ I was thinking 
of old times, when I might call you by that familiar name — oh, sir ! 
Mr. Tibbits takes all that he earns to the public-house, and spends 
it in nasty drink; and he leaves me — me — for weeks together without 
food ; with no fire in the grate, and no fuel in the cellar ; with no 
clothes to my bed, without a rag to my back ; with notliiug in the 
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world to comfort me but my little oneS| who are crying all day long 
for a crust of bread.’* 

** I am greatly shocked to hear this,** said Nightingale ; ** how, 
then, madam, do you contrive to exist ? ” 

“ Mercy only knows, I do n*t,** said Mrs. Tibbits. 

Nightingale inwardly wondered at the lady*s ignorance upon so 
vital a point. ** The two hundred pounds,*’ he said, after a pause, 
“ left you by your Aunt Flatun ? ” 

Is gone, sir,— -would you believe it ? — gone,” answered Mrs. 
Tibbits. 

“ You called upon me, I presume, Mrs. Tibbits,” he said, 
coldly — “ I mean, you thought our former acquaintance rendered it 
not improper on you part to solicit — ** (here Mr. Nightingale drew 
forth a somewhat slender purse, which Mrs. Tibbits eyed with pecu- 
liarly earnest curiosity.) 

** you are too good, too kind, too generous,” cried Mrs. Tibbits, 
averting her head, and murmuring something about angelic philan- 
thropy, and the luxury of beneficence. 

** I am sorry to say, 1 am very poor,” said Nightingale, slipping 
three sovereigns into her hand ; I wish it was more. Come, let 
us go down stairs. Gk)od God ! what *s that ? ** 

What, indeed ! ” said Mrs. Tibbits, as a sound like that which 
might have been caused by a steam-engine trying to get up stairs, 
was heard, increasing fearfully as it reached the ascent. 

The door being unceremoniously thrust open, a man in a shabby 
great-coat, with wooden buttons like draught pieces, rushed in, and 
began to glare about the room with an inconceivable velocity of 
eyeball. 

“ Mr. Tibbits ! ’* cried the lady, starting sideways in her chair, 
and barely preventing herself fipom coming to the ground by clawing 
hold of the back with both hands. 

“Mr. Tibbits!” echoed Nightingale, discomposed, and endea- 
vouring to appear collected, by folding his arms, turning out his 
toes, and gulping down his pertubation as it rose into his throat. 

The first thing Mr. Tibbits did, was to give way to a burst of 
unearthly laughter, — a cachinnation so loud and so prolonged, that, 
were it true that laughter makes a man fat, would have gone fkr to 
convert the laugher into a Lambert. He then began to swing his 
head round rapidly, something after the manner of a harlequin who 
proposes to ingratiate himself with the audience, and finally ran the 
air through the body with an invisible sword. 

“Mr. Tibbits — my own Tibbits!” cried his wife, running 
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towards him, and tugging at the collar of the shaggy great-coat, with a 
yiew, apparently, of restoring him to consciousness, hear me, — upon 
my knees ! ** (which, by the bye, Mrs. Tibbits did not go down upon) 
‘‘upon my knees, 1 implore you, hear me! Oh, Tibbits! look 
upon me.” 

Mr. Tibbits, after bellowing like a bull, “granted half her 
prayer,” for he bent an eye upon her, as though he would have 
searched into her soul, if she had happened to possess one. 

*‘ Away ! avaunt, and leave my sight,” he exclaimed, “ thou 
crocodile — thou cockatrice — thou asp,” pronouncing the last word 
in his wife’s ear with so sibilating an intensity, that it seemed to the 
lady, for all the world, like a gross of fleas playing at high jinks in 
that organ ; “ hence, hence, thou cat o* moimtain ! ” and, so saying, 
Mr. Tibbits drew her to his bosom for one brief moment, and then 
sent her spinning to the other end of the room. 

This was enough for Mrs. Tibbits, who, having revolved on to 
the landing, made the best of her way down stairs, prolapsed past 
the bar like phantom, and took to her heels homewards without 
stopping by the way for any stimulant to her speed. 

Meantime, Mr. Tibbits, with folded arms, paced up and down 
the assembly-room rapidly, occasionaUy halting at the window, and 
staring at it as though about to take a leap through the upper panes. 
One think was clear to Nightingale, namely, that this son of Roscius 
had been drinking. It appeared to him, also, very likely that Mr. 
Tibbits was one of those whom spirituous compounds make, for the 
time being, mad; and how to take the conceit out of a maniac, 
particularly such a muscular specimen of the genus as the actor, 
was a question of which he would gladly have left the solution to 
others. It must be stated, at the same time, that Mr. Nightingale 
was no coward; but he recognised no overweening attachment to 
brawls for their own sake, and he had a particular distaste to black 
eyes and broken noses, considered as exhibitions, more especially 
when he himself was to be the showman. 

Half ashamed to invoke the aid of the company below, Mr. 
Nightingale was, notwithstanding, about to retreat to the- door for 
that purpose, when Mr. Tibbits turned his attention to him, survey- 
ing him from head to foot with an expression of extreme scorn, 
which made way, at a moment’s notice, for a look of the most sove- 
reign contempt ; which again was as instantly discharged, to give 
place to rapid alternations of rage, horror, incredulity, and madness, 
followed by supplementary grins, that might mean all, a part, or none 
of these. 
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“ And you,” he bellowed, “ why do I find you in this secluded 
spot, holding secret converse with my wife ? — ^my wife ! ha ! speak, 
villain, ere I tear thee limb firom limb before your master's &ce.** 

“ My dear sir,” began Nightingale, “ I had no wish to see her ; 
she came ” 

** Slave, thou liest,” cried Tibbits, and I will force the lie into 
thy throat, though fiends should snatch, and try to bear it thence. 
Here is my gage ; now, by my soul, thou diest.” 

Having uttered this alarming speech, Tibbits grated his teeth 
jarringly, and fiung an old Berlin glove upon the table, half of the 
thumb of which had been gnawed off at rehearsals. 

” I *11 tell you what, sir,** said Nightingale, incensed at the scurvy 
and contumelious terms applied to him, and now beginning to per- 
ceive that Tibbits was one of those harmless fire-eaters who ” talk of 
graves, of worms, of epitaphs,** at the same time that the community 
at large might live for ever, if they were permitted to tarry till he 
killed them ; ” I *11 tell you what, sir, — your wife sought me. She 
will no doubt inform you of the object of her visit. Now, if you 
do n*t walk down stairs this instant, I shall be under the necessity of 
kicking you down.** 

Here Mr. Nightingale turned up the cuffs of his coat, converted 
his two hands into fists, and looked decidedly warlike. 

At the above intimation, Mr. Tibbits had recourse to the most 
infernal contortions of the human countenance ever offered to the 
inspection of the public in general, or of one individual in parti- 
cular. 

“Will no one,** cried he, with a kind of piteous impatience, 
“ will no one lend me a weapon, that I may strike this villain dead ? 
will no one put into this hand a whip to lash the rascal naked through 
the world ? will no one — ha ! here do I seize upon an instrument 
with which I *11 glut my overfiowing vengeance — ha ! ” — 

So saying, Mr. Tibbits made a spring in the direction of the 
further end of the room, for the purpose of securing something in 
one comer admirably adapted for his purpose of intimidation ; but, 
his leg unluckily becoming entangled in a chair, he was pitched for- 
ward, and vanished like lightning under the table-cover. 

At this juncture, Mr. Ikey Hillary burst into the room, followed 
leisurely by Mr. Dewham Hall, with his snuff-box in his hand. Mrs. 
Chatham, with her hands clasped just under her chin, awaited the 
issue on the landing. 

“What the deuce. Nightingale!*’ cried Hillary, here; 

where 's the other ? — I ’ll swear we heard two.” 
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“There,’’ said Nightingale, pointing to a brace of legs which 
projected from under the table ; “ the fellow ’s a madman, I think.” 

“ Let me tear him piecemeal,” exclaimed Tibbits, crawling out 
at the side of the table, and surveying the new comers as he did so. 
“ Ha ! Ikey — Hillary, my lad, is that you 1 ” 

“ My noble Thespian.” cried Hillary, lifting him to his feet, 
“ what brought you here ? But come,” and he forced him into a 
chair, “we must have no air-sawing and brow-knitting: it won’t 
do here. What ! quarrelling with friend Nightingale, the quietest 
creature going ; fie, Octavian ! fie, fie.” 

“ Down, busy devil, down ! ” said Tibbits, pointing to a neigh- 
bouring chair. “ Nightingale ! a vulture, Ikey ; an obscene bird of 
night, a cavernous croaking raven. Blood ! blood ! ” 

“ Not licensed to be dnuik on the premises,” returned Ikey, 
coolly. “ Come, no more of this.” 

“ Has yonder fellow committed an assault, a violent assault, upon 
you ? ” said Dewham Hall, taking Nightingale aside. 

“ No, he has not ; but he might have done so.” 

“ Might have done so,” returned Dewham Hall, peevishly; “ my 
question is, Ims he done so ? ” 

“ No, assuredly not,” said Nightingale. “ Why do you ask ? ” 

“ No matter,” said the other, taking a large pinch of snufi*, and 
walking towards Ikey and Tibbits. 

“ I can make nothing of this man,” said Ikey, clapping his hand 
upon the open mouth of the blaspheming Tibbits ; “ he *s playing 
the devil with the parts of speech, particularly the interjections; 
Now, Tibbits,” he continued, assuming a theatrical air, “ unless this 
instant you divulge your supposed wrongs, by heaven ! I ’ll pulverise 
thy frame, and sell thy dust for pouncp to legal scribes.” 

“ Ha ! ha ! — I will,” cried the tragedian, knitting his brows ; 
and he repeated the following speech with a sort of blank-verse 
cadence : — “ When I went home, expecting of my tea, I found my 
o&pring nestled in their beds, their mother absent : I enquire the 
cause ; they whine, but answer not. With fury seized, I rush down 
stairs, and seek the landlady, called Colebatch ; she — now, mark me, 
mark me — she tells me that my wife had often spoken of seeking out 
this Nightingale, and tells me where he was wont to skulk. I ask no 
more, but hasten here, and find my wife seated upon that chair, and 
Nightingale standing where he does now. Have I not cause — have 
I not cause of vengeance ? ” 

Ikey arose at the conclusion of this speech, and approached 
Nightingale for the purpose of requesting him to furnish an ex- 
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planation: whilst he was so doing, Mr. Dewham Hall placed his 
snuff-box in his pocket, and drew a chair towards Tibbits. 

“ I don’t know whether you have good grounds of action,” said 
Dewham Hall, ** but be assured, I permit no considerations of pri- 
vate friendship to interfere with my professional duty. Here is my 
card : if you should obtain fhrther proof of guilt, call upon me. 
There, put it in your pocket ; it ’s as well he should know nothing 
about it.” 

** Mr. Dewham Hall, solicitor ! ” cried Tibbits, firanticly, forget- 
ting his own wrongs in the contemplation of another’s woe, ” may 
the fiends snatch thee hence ! Remember Bragge ! ” 

” Bragge ! ” echoed Dewham Hall, in some confusion. 

“ For whom,” resumed Tibbits, laying aside his theatrical man- 
ner, ** for whom you brought the action against Grinder, and whom 
you vilely sold, and boxed up for the costs. He did you there, for 
he was whitewashed — ha ! ” 

“ I ’ll make you prove your words,” said Dewham HaU, empha- 
tically, and the deeply-wronged solicitor arose and withdrew. 

Why, Tibbits,” said Ikey, turning to him, ” Nightingale can 
explain this matter in a moment. What a thrice double ass you 
have made of yourself, kicking up your heels on your green-eyed 
monster.” 

” Let him proceed,” exclaimed Tibbits, moodily. 

Nightingale, upon this, plainly stated all that had occurred, 
except the fact of his having relieved the distresses of Mrs. Tibbits, 
and offered, in conclusion, to call the respectable Mrs. Chatham to 
give evidence in his favour. 

The eyes of Mr. Tibbits tumbled about in their sockets when 
Nightingale had concluded, and a light seemed to overspread his 
face, proceeding firom the chin upwards. Springing from his chair, 
he exclaimed, see it all — ’tis true — I see it all: thou best of 
men, 1 thank thee ! ” and he flew pellmell towards Nightingale, and 
bestowed upon him so strict an embrace, that he believed the very 
vital spark itself was about to abscond from his body. 

Tibbits, however, quickly released him, and proceeded towards 
HOlary, whom he shook pitilessly by the hand ; whilst Nightingale, 
on turning his head, had the satisfaction of beholding Mrs. Chatham 
on the landing, her arms closely compressed to her sides, laughing 
immoderately. 

” ‘ Wine, mighty wine ! ’ ” sang Tibbits, “ let ’s have some grog. 
What say ye, comrades ? But oh ! Nightingale,” in another tone, 
” did she succeed in enlisting your feelings in her behalf ; did she 
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draw you, Nightingale ? * Friend of my soul, this goblet sip.’ Is 

the gin-and- water coming ? Did she secure any mopusses ? ” 

Nightingale was obliged to confess that she did, and, upon further 
question, made known the amount. 

“’Twill vanish — thus,” said Tibbits, opening his mouth, and 
pointing with his forefinger down the cavity. “ Ikey, did n’t you 
ring the bell ? your ’re going to stand the sine qtid non of existence. 

‘ Wine gives a summer to the mind.’ Three pounds! — never mind, 
my boy.” 

“ Come, good Alonzo,” exclaimed Ikey, impatiently, “ come to 
the parlour, where grog awaits you.” 

“ Have with ye,” cried Tibbits, laying hold upon his hat ; “ to 
the parlour, ho ! ” 

Nightingale tarried in the assembly-room some minutes after 
Ikey and Tibbits had descended to the parlour. He felt an un- 
usual lightness of spirits, for which he could not altogether account. 
He suspected, nevertheless, that Mrs. Tibbits had something to do 
with it. The incubus of Jemima Jiltington had been removed from 
his mind. It was certain she no- longer cared a button about him, 
and the consciousness of that made him happy. (By the way, if 
many other ill-used lovers would make up their minds to a similar 
conviction, it is astonishing what a relief they would derive from it.) 

As he got to the bottom of the stairs, he met Susan coming out 
of the parlour, and seized her by both hands. 

“ Susan,” said he, with a smile at which the girl stared — it was 
a rarity — “ I hope you won’t think the worse of me, because a lady 
called upon me this evening ? ” 

“ Indeed, I do n’t know but I shall, Mr. Nightingale,” replied 
Susan. “ Come, let go of me now, that ’s a good man, for that 
friend of yours, who was making such a noise over-head, is calling 
out for a glass of gin-and- water, like mad.” 

“ He is so,” said Nightingale, tapping his forehead, “ and the 
husband of that singular lady.” 

“ Sir, I thought she was your sweetheart, I really did,” said Susan. 

“ Mine ? ” said the sentimentalist, “ I would n’t have her for the 
wide world. Innocence and simplicity for me,” he added, as he 
watched Susan to the bar. “ What a sweet girl that is ! no guile — 
all nature — no art. I ’ve often thought so ; I’m sure now. Very 
strange ! ” 

Mr. Tibbits bad not been long seated in the parlour, ere he made 
it his employment to scan the faces of the company present in a very 
peering and intense manner. His gaze at length rested upon the 
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noticeable countenance of Mr. Ormsby, who had been dumbfound- 
ered and crestfallen the whole evening. 

“ Who is yonder cacique in the arm chair ? ** cried Tibbits, in a 
hiccupish whisper, jogging Hillary with his elbow ; “ Las Casas — 
Orozembo, is he not ? ” 

“ Remarks upon the company are invariably waived here by 
summarily ejecting the commentator from the room,” said Hillary. 
“ Be quiet, that *s a good man.” 

“ Ha ! ” exclaimed the actor, “ ejection ! — very good. Friend 
of my youth,” he added, recognising Nightingale on the other side 
of the room, “ fear not — approach — ‘ drink with me, and drink as 
I ; * ” and Mr. Tibbits lifted his tumbler, and engulphed its contents. 
“ Shall I ring for another ? ” 

“ With pleasure — do,” said Nightingale. 

“ * I do beguile the thing I am by seeming otherwise as Will 
says,” resumed Tibbits, turning to Hillary. “ Where is that Hall 
— that Dewham Hall, solicitor ? — would he were here, that I might 
grapple with him. Bragge — you remember Bragge ? — ^bow-legged 
Bragge — legs like a horse-collar, or a horse-shoe ? By Hall was he 
Fleeted.” 

“ But he circumflexed his way out {^ain, did n’t he ? ” said Ikey. 

“ Did he not,'' cried Tibbits, exultingly ; “ and has had to cir- 
cumflex his way in again since then. Who is that mysterious muff 
with the newspaper ? — what ho ! Merlin ! what seest thou there ? ” 

“ Did you address yourself to me, sir ? ” cried Mr. Asgill, sternly, 
directing a baleful glance at the actor over the newspaper. 

“ I did,” replied Tibbits, setting down his glass. “ Wizard of 
the blasted mount, what news ? ” 

Mr. Asgill caught Hillary’s deprecating wink, and checked himself. 

“ News ? ” said Asgill, affecting to examine the paper, “ the only 
news 1 perceive likely to interest you is, * Escape of a Lunatic.’ ” 

“ Ha ! ha ! — good," cried Tibbits, with emphasis. “ Escape of a 
lunatic ! ran away in quest of his wits, which went to Jericho, and 
were lost by the way ? Follow him,” he added, solemnly addressing 
Ormsby ; “ follow him in the Hibernian fashion, — take the other 
road, and you ’ll meet him at last.” 

“ This is intolerable,” exclaimed Mr. Ormsby, with inflamed 
gills. “ Mr. Hillary, I think I am entitled to a categorical answer, 
who is this most — most inconsiderate individual ? Is he a friend of 
yours ? ” * 

“Why,” returned Ikey, we have not sworn eternal friendship.” — 

“ Have we not ? ” cried Tibbits, seizing liis hand. 
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“ But, you see, he ccuisiders me as one,” 

“ Really,” said Mr. Ormsby, in his most majestic manner, “ I 
perceive I must exercise my authority here. I rise to order” — 

“ Do you ? ” said Tibbits ; “ glasses round, I hope. I take gin, 
with a thin slice of lemon.” 

** Insufferable impertinence,” said Mr. Ormsby, waxing almost 
alight with indignation. ** Gentlemen, this is not to be borne. I 
insist that this gentleman be turned out of the room.” 

Mr. Tibbits hereupon arose, and gravely and courteously invited 
Mr. Ormsby to a trial of manual dexterity in the pugilistic art, — an 
invitation which he extended to Mr. Asgill, and subsequently, with 
considerable vehemence, to the whole company, singly and collec- 
tively; and uttering threats of fearful import, he was at length 
withdrawn from the parlour by the strong arm of Hillary, who 
hurried him out of the house, cunningly possessed himself of his 
address, and thrust him into a cab, enjoining the driver to pay 
attention to his fare in these significant words, as he pointed to the 
swaying head of Tibbits : — “ He has had a— glass this side upwards.” 

“ Such conduct as this we have just witnessed is extremely repre- 
hensible,” observed Mr, Ormsby, when Ikey re-entered the room. 
” 1 no longer marvel that the Boeotians should have intoxicated their 
slaves, and set the beastial Helots before their rising generation, as a 
warning to their adolescent youth. What think you, Mr. Asgill ? ” 

” It ’s this enlightenment that does it,” answered Asgill ; ” these 
newfangled doctrines of education. And then, the times, sir, the 
times — these liberal principles. Ugh ! such doings ! ” 

” There *8 this excuse to be made,” said Ikey, ” the man has 
got a crevice in his napper — and when the gin’s in, the gentleman ’s 
out — otherwise, he *s a companionable sort of fellow.” 

” The more is the pity, that he should thus adumbrate his in- 
tellect,” remarked Ormsby. 

” True, sir, very true,” coincided a little pale gentleman, whom 
no one had hitherto observed ; ” when sentient beings voluntarily 

reduce themselves to the level of the brute, they should ” 

** Liive at rack and manger, as Tibbits do n’t,’* said Ikey. ” Let 
a man eat well, and a glass or two does him no harm.*’ 

While Ikey was speaking, Mr. Asgill and the little pale gentle- 
man had been exchanging salutations. 

“ Why, sir, we have not seen you for a long time,” said Asgill. 

” No, sir,” replied the other, ” I have been on the continent ; 
and, indeed, to confess the truth, I am no great friend to taverns, 
begging pardon of the company present for saying so.” 
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“ And what do you think of affairs in general by this time ? ” 
enquired Asgill ; “ you were rather desponding, you know, when we 
last had the pleasure of seeing you.** 

“ Worse and worse,** said the pale gentleman — “ nothing can be 
worse. Look aroimd you and see — any one may see it. Look to 
the North — a threatening sky there ; look to the South — a gloomy 
prospect ; look to the "West — dark and portentous ; look to the East 
— will that satisfy you ? Look at Cabul — Herat — Rungeet Singh : 
look at them — look at that,** 

“Look at what?** cried Asgill who was a rather testy, and 
moreover a matter-of-fact gentleman, and whose ear was somewhat 
vexed by the frequent iteration of the word “ look.** “ Look at 
what ? ** 

“ At Rungeet Singh — Herat — Cabul,** said the other. “ Persia 
on the defensive. Russia the aggressor — British India in an uproar. 
All Asia will be embroiled : if these things go on, that quarter of the 
world will be blotted frwn tlie map.*’ 

“ If ink could do it, I dare say it would, and scratched out, too,** 
said Ikey : “ the quill-drivers would do for it.** 

“ We can *t go on as we have done,** continued the pale gentle- 
man, “ either here or there. I should *nt wonder,** be added, with a 
sagacious shake of the head, “ were China to interfere.** 

“ Cliina ! ** cried Asgill, “ my dear sir, you *re mistaken there. 
The Celestial Empire never does interfere.** 

“ Let me ask ** demanded the other, leaning on the table with 
the air of a man who wishes to pin another to the point — “ let me 
ask, what is to prevent the Celestial Empire from interfering ?** 

“ That which prevents me from thrusting my nose into a window 
when the gentleman of the house has had enough fresh air, and is 
afraid of a draught,** interrupted Ikey. 

“ What, then, you think they are afraid to do so ? ** — said the 
other — “ oh ! my dear sir, what a fallacy is this ! Bear in mind, 
they have long owed us a grudge.** 

“ They *re such thieves,** retorted Ikey — “ they never pay what 
they owe.” 

“ Upon my word, sir,*’ replied the .pale gentleman, “ you must 
excuse me ; but I really must avow my conviction, that you are 
utterly unacquainted with the character — with Uie social, moral, and 
political pretensions of that interesting people. You know not their 
history.” 

“ Oh ! yes, I do — I *ve read it ” — said Hillary. 

“You have dipped into Marcartney’s Embassy, perhaps ?” 
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“ Yes — on a stall. Latterly, I have been one of the staU-fed in- 
tellectuals,” replied Hillary. “ No, Sir, I have read, let me see, 
Slibootika's History of China, — in four volumes folio.** 

“ Slibootika ! ** cried the pale gentleman — “ I never heard of 
him — that is hardly a Chinese name.** 

“ No,** — cried Ikey, “ he was a Japanese — a native of Jeddo, and 
an ornament to one of the Japan cabinets. I have read a Dutch 
translation of his curious work in the library of Amsterdam : — depend 
upon it, sir,** he continued authoritatively, “ Wang Fong would *nt 
much like John Bull to invite himself to tea in his territories ; that 
would be a bull in a china shop, with a vengeance ! we should pretty 
soon crack their canisters, sir — we*d make *em hang down their 
heads after the true willow pattern.** 

“ So we would, Mr. Hillary,*’ cried Asgill, with a sudden burst of 
patriotic enthusiasm. “ Why, look ye here ** — and he held up his 
walking stick for general inspection — “ with this stick I *d undertake 
to thrash half-a-dozen yellow-jawed Manderins ; upon my word I 
would ; I *d make ’em make such mugs as they never made before — 
don’t you think I should ? ** 

Here Mr. Asgill laughed heartily. 

“ Upon my honour you are a perfect Regulus,** said Ormsby 
with a courteous smile. “ Regulus, Mr. Asgill, was a great Roman 
who, leaning with his back to a rock, killed five-and- twenty men with 
his own hand.” 

“ I do ’nt know whether 1 ’m a Regulus,” returned Asgill ; “but 
this I know ; I ’d give it ’em in a regular manner, that *s all. But, 
sir,” turning to the pale gentleman — “ to come nearer home — what 
think you of European politics ? ” 

“ Wrong ” — said the other, with decision — “ all wrong. Let any 
man look at Belgium and Holland, and tell me what he thinks of 
those nations. There *s France ready to back Belgium — Austria and 
Prussia all alive for mischief — Russia ready to rush to the rescue — 
and England, ah 1 there ** — and he changed his tone to a sorrowful 
cadence, — “ England — where are her wooden walls ? she has *nt a 
ship of the line, — not one ship of the line, gentlemen, to repel inva- 
sion ; not a cock-boat, a bum-boat, or a life-boat, to bring against 
the enemy.” 

“ A most fortuitous and unimpregnable situation, truly 1 ” cried 
Ormsby. “ As bad as the ancient times, when Julius Caesar first 
landed at Harwich, and proceeded against the Piets.” 

“ True, sir,” coincided the pale gentleman : “ the Piets, Scots, and 
Danes, that was in the time of King Alfred, 1 believe. Ah ! gentle- 
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men, we have no such monarch in Europe as Alfred was ! Alfred 
the Great, who established trial by jury and the liberty of the press, 
and paved the way for Magna Charta.” 

This edifying conversation was abruptly brought to an end by 
the entrance of Mr. D’Oyley Tidmarsh and Joseph Atkins, the latter 
with evident symtoms of extreme satisfaction mantling in his face. 

“ You are late, my juvenile,” said Hillary, directing his disciple 
to a chair. 

** We have been attending a temperance meeting,” said Atkins, 
** hav ’nt we, Mr. Tidmarsh ? and been a-doing our minds good by 
hearing on *em.” 

** With a hook, Atkins,” said Master D*Oyley, lighting a cigar, 
(Tidmarsh did not like the imputation of going to any place from 
which his mind was likely to derive the slightest benefit.) 

** Must n't say so, young gentleman,” said Atkins. Blest, 
though,” he added, turning to the company, ** if it is n't my private 
opinion — private, mind ye — that they 're all a parcel o' right down 
hypocrites — the whole boiling on 'em — there now.” 

“ Where have you been ? ” enquired Ormsby. 

** I 'll take that seat by you, if my smoking do n't discommode, 
and just tell you,” returned Joseph. “ Why, Mr. Ormsby, we *ve 
been to the Hall o' Temperance, in Water Lane ; that which was 
the Ebenezer.” 

“ A tee-total meeting I ” cried Ormsby, in surprise ; “ and you 
there, Joseph ? ” 

“ And / there,” said Atkins, calmly. “ My pipe won’t light. 
They ain't tee-toatlers, sir ; there you 'll allow me to say, you 're in 
a nerror ; they *re the temperance — quite difierent. The temperance 
don't get drunk, if they can help it; the tee-toatlers do n't get drunk 
no-how, whether they can help it or not.” 

“ Oh I that 's it, is it ? ” said Ormsby. 

**I’ll tell you all about it,” returned Atkins. **Roley, who 
was used, at one time o' day, to be never easy 'xcept when he was 
a-drinking ; but he 's now turned steady, and a great man on the tem- 
perance — Roley comes to me, and asks whether I could frinnish 
milk for the whole lot this afternoon. Now, he comes to me after 
my afternoon's delivery, which warn't doing justice to the members 
on his part, mind ye. O' course I supplied it to 'em, as in duty 
bound ; which it warn't the best pay, and so what could they look 
for? It warn’t a good article, by no means; leastways, it warn’t 
such milk as I should like to see a respectable gentleman like you 
mix in his bev’rage.” 
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“ Not fresh from the cow, I suppose,” said Ormsby. 

Atkins significantly nudged his companion. “ She never see it,” 
said he ; “ *t was milk which had never had no cream on. Howbeit, 
they lapped it up pleasantly enough ; much good may it do *em.” 

‘‘And you stayed, and was much edified, I doubt not,” said 
Ormsby, with an encouraging smile. 

“ Headified ! ” cried Atkins ; “ not much of that, I promise you. 
Very little given away there that’ll get into a man’s head, Mr. 
Ormsby. No, I was a-coming away, when I see my young gen- 
tleman yonder, who prevailed upon me to take him back with me ; 
and so we stayed it out.” 

“ Such a heterogeneous collection of human bipeds it was never 
my misfi^tune to see congregated before,” cried Mr. Tidmarsh, from 
the other end of the room. 

“ Bipids ! ” echoed Atkins, abandoning himself to the most im- 
moderate merriment, under the impression that the word was some 
new opprobrious epithet that had just “ come up ; ” — “ Bipids ! they 
were bipids, every one of ’em — you may take your oath of that ; 
but, lord ! let me discribe it to you ; ” and Atkins laid down his pipe, 
and went through the following narrative, interspersing it with such 
imitations of the voice and manner of the parties implicated, as the 
late Charles Mathews, of immortal memory, might have studied with 
advantage. “When their teas was done, and the crockry dooly 
handed off, up gets a gentleman in his best, at the farther end o’ the 
room, with the longest countenance / ever see, save and ’xccpt on a 
horse ; and he begins to cough — to notify, mind, that the comp’ny 
was to cheer, which, I believe you, they did. ‘ That ’s Mr. Purling,’ 
said a lady which sat alongside of me and Mr. Tidmarsh, to another 
lady which was sitting afore her ; * that ’s Mr. Purling.’ ‘ And that 
is Mr. Purling, is it ? ” says she, just so, turning her head round, 
and shoving her bonnet right under tlie IxMinet o’ the first lady ; ‘ a 
very zealous brother of the branch, I have heard.’ ‘ Oh, dear ! miun, 
yes,’ says t’ other, shaking her head — so ; ‘ la ! love you, mum, yes, 
— he ’s hoisted the temperance banner all over the country ; why, 
mum — would you believe it ? — he has n’t had nothing to drink this 
three years.’ ‘ Indeed \ ’ said the one on the bench afore us, quite 
carelessly, for she wanted, you understand, to turn round and take 
a strong squint at this Mr. Purling. ‘ Nothing but spring water ; 
and he makes his tea with it,’ says t’ other, a-grappling hold on her 
arm as she was a-going to face about ; ‘ he won’t use river water, in 
regard of the animalcules.’ Mr. Tidmarsh tells me they ’re invisible 
insects, which floats in rivers, and fights shy o’ the springs. By 
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this time, Mr. Purling had done laying his head together with some 
other gentlemen round about him, and steps forrard. I ’d ha* 
given a trifle, Mr. Ormsby, for you to have been there and beared 
him. As for Tidmarsh and I, I really thought we should have 
busted; but we dusn*t shew it, you know. He said he was an 
unclaimed drunkard, and at one perid was at it night and day ; but 
now, he told us, a drop would get over him ; and he did n’t look 
in the best of health, I was thinking. And then he described his 
present state. He was always the same, he told us ; always happy ; 
always gay ; — now, that was a-going too far ; for, blest if he could 
laugh, — he could n't do it : I never see a man look so straight down 
his nose in all my experience. But, oh ! to have heard them cheer, 
when he told us how often he used to toddle to the pawn-shop with 
the childrens* clothes, and get drunk with the money ! And when he 
said, that at one time he knocked down his wife with the poker 
twice a week on the av’ridge, I thought they never would ha* done 
a-cheering. And then ** 

“ I am sorry I must bid you good night,** suddenly interrupted 
Ormsby, who had, for some time past, been writhing under the 
furtive and malicious glances of Susan, when she entered the room ; 
and who was fearful, every moment, of an explosion of mirth at 
his expense, on the part of “ that giddy and impracticable young 
female ; ** seeing that, whenever she approached his table, her lips 
were with much difficulty compressed. “ I will hear the remainder 
of your diverting recital another evening, Mr. Atkins.** 

“ What ! a-going ? ** cried Atkins, by no means pleased that his 
story should be so unceremoniously cut in two ; and looking round, 
he discerned Mr. Asgill earnestly attending to the pale gentleman, 
who was tracing out with a wet finger, a kind of map upon the table ; 
while Hillary and Tidmarsh were as earnestly engaged at double 
dumby in the corner — “ This is no place for me, when you *re gone, 
Mr. Ormsby ; ** and he folded up the remainder of his tobacco, and 
placed it in his waistcoat pocket ; — “ I *11 just go and give my 
company to Tom Trotter, in the tap for half-an-hour — he *s delivered 
the night*8 beer by this time. He *11 listen to me, I know.** And 
so saying, Joseph unceremoniously withdrew. 

Mr. Ormsby, having tendered his respective valedictions to the 
company present, and hurriedly paid his score to Susan, followed. 
Judge his surprise — consternation rather — when, in exchange for his 
customary uplifting of the hat, as he passed the bar, he received such 
a freezing glance from the landlady as might have sent a chill 
through an Esquimaux ! That unimaginably inconsiderate girl had 
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been, without an azimuth of doubt, recapitulating her untenable 
misconception of his inoffensive and, to any other human being, 
intelligible conduct and behaviour, to Mrs. Chatham ! ” 

It was many days before Mr. Ormsby sufficiently recovered his 
equanimity to decide upon what was best to be done, under circum- 
stances so suddenly adverse and ‘ concatenated.* Mrs. Chatham, on 
her part, evinced no disposition to recur to the social interchange of 
the “ minor morals,'* the reciprocation of which had at one time been 
so pleasing to the gentleman, and, as he not unreasonably concluded, 
so agreeable to the lady. But, he had heard — nay, he had read^ 
that women are at all times capricious and fantastical beings ; but 
most especially so, when possessed of feelings of a tender description. 
Nor could he help dunking that Mrs. Chatham entertained this class 
of feelings towards him. 

Notwithstanding, however, Mr. Ormsby's convictions, and the 
sentimental glossaries by which he expounded them, he did not 
make much way ; a circumstance which, although it could no longer 
alter the determination of his mind, nevertheless, very sensibly irri- 
tated his temper. Upon three or four occasions, he repulsed the 
advances of Joseph Atkins towards unrestricted converse, with a 
savage abruptness, which Joseph mentally denounced as ** 'stonishing 
vulgar, and precious bouncible ; ** nor was he scarcely more civil to 
Susan, upon whom he now invariably scowled with an antique Roman 
austerity of visile, exceedingly diverting to the girl, who was half a 
mind to torment him in real earnest, but who did not know how. 

All this was lamentable evidence of the weakness to which even 
the greatest natures may be reduced when they speculate in Hy- 
meneal bonds and securities ; but Mr. Ormsby was, after all, not so 
far gone as might be imagined. He began, after a time, to bethink 
him how far it was consistent and proper on the part of Mrs. Chatham 
to put in jeopardy her well grounded expectations of happiness with 
him, by an obstinate and mad persistence in a line of conduct, which, 
to say the least of it, was “ egregiously characteristic of imprudent 
tampering with her sublunary prospects." 

Repulse, however, was not for a moment to be thought of. 
Orby Ormsby rejected by a licensed victualler’s relict, was an idea 
to be knocked on the head the instant it entered his own. At the 
same time, it did occur to him (for such is the weakness and in- 
stability of the female character) that Mrs. Chatham might have 
blindly bestowed her affections “ upon some vile satrap, only worthy 
of the Tarpeian rock." How to arrive at the knowledge whether 
she had done so, or not, was, as he expressed himself, ** one of the 
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Eleusinian mysteries to him.” That jade Susan might have cleared 
up the point ; but any further application to her was out of the 
question. There was, however, Thomas Trotter, out of whom he 
might squeeze all the requisite information. 

He, accordingly, seized an opportunity, when Susan had gone 
out on a day's holiday, and Tom officiated in the parlour, of pumping 
that ingenuous youth, which he did in the following manner. 

“ Tom,” said he, in his most insinuating tone, as the boy ap- 
proached with his brandy-and- water, “ I have a word or two to 
say to you.” 

Tom was sufficiently self-possessed and efficient in his own 
branch of business, and could contest a disputed point with an old 
woman respecting a pint-pot, or the newspaper, with no common 
volubility of tongue and readiness of retort ; but to stand before a 
great gentleman like Ormsby, was no slight trial of his nerves. 
There was a species of fascination in the business that caused him 
to stand bolt upright before his interrogator, with his eyes fixed 
immoveably upon liis face. 

“ Can you tell me,” resumed Ormsby, “ whether your mistress 
is in the habit of receiving and entertaining visitors ? ” 

“ I do n’t know, I ’m sure, sir,” said Tom ; “ wisiters ?” 

“ Visitors, Tom : has Mrs. Chatham any one to see her, at any 
time ; to tea, or what not ? ” 

“ Oh I ” replied Tom, “ I knows now ; vy, she ’s sev’ril comes 
now *n then.” 

“ Several ! ” cried Ormsby. 

“ Yes, please sir,” said Tom, scratching his head. “ Veil, there *s 
Mrs. Parker vot lives round comer, she comes sometimes ; there ’s 
Miss Smithers, and her old granmother ; and Mrs. Dixon ; — and 
Mother Buddies the vashervoman : she alvays teas ’ere vimce a veek, 
on vashin’ days.” 

“ But these are females, my boy,” said Ormsby. 

“ Vimmen ? ” said Tom, doubtfully ; “ veil, as to men, there ’s 
Mr. Pascoe, missis’s xmcle.” 

“ Ah ! ” cried Ormsby, — “ I know — I know.” — 

And there ’s old Frampton, vot at vun time vos master of this 
’ere *ouse.” — 

“ Frampton ? yes,” said Ormsby, “ very good : go on.” 

“ And,” added Tom, after a pause ; “ blowed. Sir, if I rec’lect 
any more on ’em, but Mr. Burley.” 

“ Burley ? Burley ? ” exclaimed Ormsby ; “ what kind of man is 
Mr. Burley?” 
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“ Stoutish-like,” returned Tom, who began to wonder within 
him what could be the meaning of this catechism. 

‘‘ Old ? pursued Ormsby ; “ a man in years, Tom ? 

“ Not werry aged,’* answered the boy ; “ he *s vot they calls the 
broad clerk.** 

“ The broad clerk 1 ** what in the name of the oracle of Minerva 
did the boy mean ? He himself was a pret^ expansive specimen of 
that description. “ The broad clerk ! ’* 

“ Comes from the brewer’s,’* said Tom, “ and takes money and 
orders, mid ’as a glass o* grog, and tea arter it.” 

“ Oh ! ” thought Ormsby, “ the brewer’s clerk : ” nothing to 
fear from him. 

“ I wo n’t keep you any longer, Tom,” said he, “ you *re a very 
sensible lad, Tom, — take this and Mr. Ormsby with much form 
and ceremony, handed Thomas a shilling. 

The eyes of the recipient brightened at this unexpected largess. 
“ Crikey ! ” said he to himself, “ I shall now be able to buy Jack 
Scoggin’s ticket for the vestcot, and turn out a ’eavy swell o’ 
Sundays.” 

“ Stay ! ” cried Ormsby, suddenly, as Tom was joyously retreat- 
ing from the presence ; “ come here, — a word more, my lad.” 

“ Vot now, 1 vonder,” thought the boy, “ a wexatious old cove ! ” 

“ Listen to me, my boy,” said Ormsby ; drawing himself up im- 
portantly. “ There was in ancient times, a certain Lacedemonian 
youth, who was guilty of stealing a fox, which he hid in the folds of 
% his garment. Being accused of the theft, he stoutly denied it ; and 
rather than confess his guilt, and disclose the animal, he permitted 
the fox to eat into his very vitals. Now, Tom, could you have done 
so?” 

Tom was in a state of the utmost perplexity, when this question 
was propounded to him, and stared ruefully at Ormsby, who with 
hb finger on his stomachic region, awaited a reply. 

“ Veil, please sir,” said the boy, at length, “ I do n’t know vot 
it b ; if I VOS a given to priggin, vich I hopes I never shall, I do n’t 
think 1 should go for to prig a fox.” 

“ True,” replied Ormsby, “ very true. But, I mean, can you 
be as secret as that Lacedemonian lad ? ” 

“Vot?” cried Tom, impatiently, for he began to suspect that 
* the old ’un vos a chaffin’ ’ him, “ vot *s your meaning, sir ? ” 

“ I mean, in short,” said Ormsby ; “can you be secret? You 
will say nothing to anybody respecting the enquiries I have made of 
you just now.” 
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“ Oh ! about the wisiters ? course I sha n’t say nothen. It *8 no 
concern o* no vun, is it ? ” 

“ A good boy ! ” said Ormsby, “ you may go now ; ** and he 
presently fell into a pleasing reverie, during which, Tom, in the tap 
room, recounted the whole particulars of his remarkable interview, to 
Mr. Joseph Atkins. 

That person, having heard the recital of his juvenile friend, fi^ 
into deep meditation ; which lasted an unusual length of time, that 
is to say, nearly five minutes. The scurvy and contumelious conduct 
of Ormsby of late, had entirely succeeded in erasing him from 
Joseph’s books, and he had sometime since resolved, whenever an 
opportunity shoiild present itself, upon doing a little bit of vengeance. 

That man,” said Atkins, drawing the pipe from his mouth ; 
that very great, that ^particular great personage in the parlour, 
which looks down upon a honest hard working tradesman ; that 
feller, Tom, and I do n’t call him out of his name, is no better than 
a nidget : — blest, if he aint a nidget.” 

“ Vot ’s a nidget ? ” enquired Tom. 

“ Why, Tom,” said Atkins, with a solemnity proper to the im- 
portance of the question, a “ nidget is a bein’ which has lost the use 
of his ra-tional faculties — a maniuk, which it is n’t worth while to 
stow away in a madhouse.” 

Here Tom chuckled amazingly. “ D’ ye think he ’s a simple 
Tony ? ” said he, “ vy, he guv me a bob : I vish he may alvays be o* 
that mind.” 

“ That’s a proof on it,” returned Atkins, he’s a raving lunitic. 
Just hand me over that shilling, and let me have a squint at it.” 

Tom with some reluctance obeyed, and Atkins subjected the coin 
to a severe and critical ocular examination ; then rang it upon the 
table, several times, doubtfully, and finally endeavoured to make an 
indentation in the rim. 

**It’8 good enough,” said he, in a tone which implied that he 
had much rather it had been a bad one, — ** well, just answer me 
this question, — why should he give you a shilling, if there war n’t 
something wrong in the whole business ? He wish to know who 
comes to see your missis — phew I ” and here Mr. Atkins evinced a 
degree of indignation, which, it must be allowed, was disinterested, 
at least. ** Now, you go,” he resumed, thrusting the boy towards 
the door — “ toddle, and tell Mrs. Chatham the whole history.” 

“ Vot should I get by that, I vender ? ” expostulated Tom. 

** You’ll get the sack, if you don’t, that’s all,” said Atkins; 

**if Mrs. Chatham finds out, you’ve been coUoging with that indi»^ 
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vidual, you *11 have to cut your stick, and no mistake, and so I do n*t 
deceive you, Mister Thomas Trotter.** 

“ Veil, vot say ? shall us ? ** sdd the boy dubiously ; “ he can*t 
turn me avay, how8*ever.** 

** He turn you away ! ’* cried Atkins, indignant at the extrava- 
gance of the supposition ; ** he turn you away ! that, for him and his 
*thority,’* and he snapped his fingers ; ** I should like to see him a 
trying. You*ve planted your ten toes too strongly in this here 
concern, for that.’* 

“ *Ere goes then — ^bother ! ** — said Tom, and away he went, and 
without unnecessary prologue or circumlocution, **made a clean 
breast of it” to his mistress. 

**Well?’* said Atkins with assumed indifference when the lad 
returned. 

“ Oh ! nothen*,** replied the boy ; “ missis only fell a laughin’ ven 
I *d done, and told me not to answer any more questions in futur* o’ 
that kind ; and, crikey ! Mr Atkins, guess vot she says : she says I 
listens to your nonsinse too much, and you’ll spile me.” 

Atkins smiled a grim smile. ** Nonsense ! and spile you,” said 
he, solemnly, “1*11 tell you what, Tom Trotter; you’re hoarding 
up a mint o* information and knowledge, which you’ve very little 
notion on, — mind ye ; ” and he resumed his pipe, with a degree of 
mental satisfaction, which none but sages, who are accustomed 
freely to impart their wisdom to others, can, perhaps, understand, 
or appreciate. 

The conglomeration of feelings with which Mr. Ormsby walked 
towards his own home on that evening, it were useless to attempt to 
describe. Mrs. Chatham actually — absolutely — incontrovertibly — 
smiled upon him as he passed the bar. What could it mean ? but 
that was pretty clear. She had relented — she had extended the 
olive-branch ; and to reject it — to blight its opening leaves with a 
borealic chill, woiild be worse than Carthaginian barbarity. Before 
he retired to rest, he sketched out the rough heads of a letter, to be 
addressed to Mrs. Chatham, which he designed should be delivered 
into her hands on the following evening, by Tom. 

In the meanwhile, Mr. Hillary had been left by himself in the 
parlour ; and, as men will do, especially those upon whose foot “ the 
black ox has trodden,” in other words, as is the custom of those who 
have more than their ordinary share of the “ res angusta domi,' he 
was revolving in his mind those circumstances of his past life which 
had contributed to make him what he was — poor, dependant, and 
despised. He was roused, however, from his abstraction, by the 
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sudden entrance of an oldish-looking young man ; buttoned close 
up to the throat, with a profusion of hair curling over the narrow 
brim of one side of his hat, a beard two days old, and wristbands of 
check-calico, drawn down over his knuckles. 

“ Mr. Hillary ! said he, with a start, “ found you at last, I do 
believe. Mr. Hillary, your most humble cum tumble.** 

“ Sir,** said Hillary, as the stranger made a profound bow, “ I 
have not the pleasure, I believe, — and yet I see so many gentlemen 
of all kinds, conditions, and degrees, — are you of the honourable 
profession of the law ? ** 

** I am,** said the other. Hillary guessed as much, but he had 
long laid aside that strange horror of legal proceedings, even at their 
last stage, which some nervous people continue to entertain. 

“ You will soon know who I am,** proceeded the stranger, 
“ when I tell you that I am, and have been for many years, too long 
by half and a little more, clerk to Rackem and Wrench, of Gray’s 
Inn.” 

“ Ha ! I remember now,** cried Hillary ; “ your name’s Auger, 
is n’t it ? *’ How’s little Rackem ? ** 

“Why,” said Auger, “little Rackem is pretty bobbish, but it’s 
all dicky with long Wrench. He *8 gone to his account, and I hope 
he may find his account in it. But, to business. You’re a very 

lucky person, Mr. Hillary ; what I call a d particularly-and- 

no-mistake-at-all fortunate fellow.” 

“ I do n’t see that, Auger, I can’t see that Auger,” said Hillary. 

“ Just listen,” said Auger, in a whisper, winking his eye. “ I ’ve 
been everywhere to ferret you out, but couldn’t. Didn’t know 
where you hung out — all right that. It is n’t every gentleman that 
prefers seeing company at his own house. Well, no matter. You 
remember Batley who failed in your debt twelve years ago, to a 
pretty considerable, unmistakeable sum ? Well, he had an aunt, it 
seems, who lived in a very old house, in the very old city of Canter- 
bury, and she herself a very old woman. She ’s gone : hopped the 
twig as briskly as a juvenile, six months ago, and left Batley the 
brads. What has he done ? Paid everybody, everything, and I 
have been looking for you for four months past, every day, every- 
where. Seven hundred and eighty-two ten, are now in the hands of 
Rackem for your particular use, which I dare say you particularly 
want, and which you can have, at the particular hour of nine to- 
morrow morning.” 

“Seven hundred and eighty-two ten, and you’ve been hunting 
after me four months ! ” cried Hillary, “ why had n’t you advertised ? ’ 
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“A considerable portion of the public don’t like publicity;” 
said Auger. 

“ Come with me,” cried Hillary, starting up, “ we *11 retire to 
the bar parlour, and talk about it. Mrs. Chatham — the landlady — 
the best Mend I have in the world must know of this.” 

“ Women are the best friends a man has,” said Auger, “ as I tell 
my wife when I go home very late, very sorry, and very drunk. It 
soothes her, and saves wear and tear of tongue. You’ll remember 
me to morrow. I dare say I look very like an angel to-night.” 

“ You do,” said Hillary, “ and I wo n’t forget you, come along,” 
and the parties retired to the bar. 

On the evening of the following day, Mr. Ormsby was prowling 
about “The Castle” in considerable perturbation, fearful alike of 
being discovered by Mrs. Chatham from within, and of being de- 
tected by approaching customers from without. At Ibngth Tom 
came forth, the very individual he required. He watched him 
round the comer, and hastily followed him. 

“ Tom,” said he, “ I wish you to place this letter into the hands 
of Mrs. Chatham without delay.” 

“ Can’t jest yet, please sir,” said Tom ; “ see here, I ’m a goin’ 
to take these ’ere two bottles o’ gin to Captain Harkebuss.” 

“ Well, but this won’t detain you a moment,” said Ormsby. 

“ Musn’t go for to do it,” replied Tom ; “ missis told me to 
make haste ; and the captain ’ud make nothen o’ knockin’ my ’ead 
off — he wouldn’t. Missis forgot ’em till now.” 

“ Well, the instant you return will do,” said Ormsby, handing 
the letter. 

Tom did not much like the idea of any further transactions with 
Ormsby, especially as no shilling appeared to be forthcoming. 

“ Veil,” said he, sulkily, “ jest stick it in this ’ere side pocket, — 
do n’t you see my ’ands is full ? and I ’ll give it her ven I comes 
back.” 

“ Mr. Ormsby,” exclaimed a well-dressed gentleman at some 
distance, as he approached him, “ give me joy, my dear sir, but you 
look agitated.” 

“ What ! ” said Ormsby, “ Mr. Hillary ! can it be possible ? ” 

“ Yes. Did you think I was to be stuck up to my neck in the 
slough of despond, like Marius in the marshes of Mintumse, all my 
days,” said Hillary. “ No. I ’ve come into a little money ; and 
more then that, I shouldn’t wonder if 1 get married, before the 
year’s out.” 

“ Married ! ” cried Ormsby, vaguely, “ indeed ! ” 
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“ Yes, to somebody you know,** and Hillary pointed to “ The 
Castle.** “ I’ve been dining with her to day, and I *m happy to say 
she thinks I am not irreclaimable.** 

“ Mrs. Chatham ! ** gasped Ormsby ; “ where ‘s Tom ? ** 

“ Tom I ** said Hillary ; “ where Tom may be, does not seem to 
apply to our present conversation. If the marriage should take 
place ; but, what the deuce ! are you ill ? ** 

** Oh no ! remarkably well,** said Ormsby, with a ghastly grin. 

“ Well, come this way,** resumed Hillary, and he drew him 
aside. ** I want to hear your opinion. That window, I think, the bar 
window — might be considerably extended, eh ? made more modem 
and handsome ; then, as to the portico** — 

As to the portico the fact was, Mr. Ormsby perceived Tom, 

letter in hand, walking through it into the house, and with a delirious 
spring, he rushed forwards, dashed into the passage, nearly upset 
Asgill, who was standing at the bar, and attempted to snatch the 
letter from Mrs. Chatham who was about to break the seal. 

“ God bless me, Mr. Ormsby ! *’ cried Asgill, “ this may, indeed, 
be termed a pressure from without.” 

“ I *11 apologise presently,” cried Ormsby, ” my dear Madam, for 
Heaven’s sake give me back that letter — it is mine — oh Lord ! ’* 
Mrs. Chatham wonderingly complied. 

** It was of no importance in the world,** said Ormsby, pushing 
the letter into his pocket : ** merely a small order for spirits, two 
bottles of gin, which Captain Harquebuss tells me is excellent.” 

“ Well, I ’m sure, sir,” said Mrs. Chatham, colouring deeply, in 
sympathy, it may be imagined, with Mr. Ormsby, who was, then 
and there, one or two shades deeper than purple ; ** I am sure, sir, 

I shall be happy, at all times, to serve you with *’ Here Mr. 

Ormsby suddenly faced about, and made for the door. ” Well, if 
you are going,” added Mrs. Chatham, “ good evening, sir.” 

** 1*11 tell you what it is,” said Joseph Atkins, suddenly opening 
the tap-door, at which that wily person had been listening ; ** that 
letter o’ his contained proposals o* marriage to you, mind ye, and his 
heart has failed him at the crit’cal moment.” 

It was some months before Mr. Ormsby again entered “ The 
Castle.” When he did so, he had a long private conversation wiUi 
Mrs. Chatham — about to become Mrs. Hillary ; and thenceforth 
resumed his long-accustomed chair in the parlour; and the other 
day he condescended to stand father to Susan, who was joined in the 
bands of wedlock to Mr. Nightingale. 
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For pickling, preserving, and cookery, none could excel her. 8he prided 
herself, also, upon being an excellent contriver in housekeeping. 
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THE OLD HOUSEKEEPER. 


BY ALICE. 


Looking forth from the narrow casement of the three-pair-of-stairs 
attic in which we are wont to take refuge when the scribbling fit is 
upon us, our eyes rest on the turrets of an old castle, one of the 
proudest of the ancestral homes of England ; and, while busy memory 
soon carries us back to that sunny period of our own existence, its 
earliest youth, when we had used to wander beneath the stately 
oaks that encompass it, and pause, ever and anon, to gaze on its 
iron bound portals and frowning battlements, we find them all 
associated with the image of one who is still ever ready cheerfully to 
greet us, and who seems herself a part and parcel of that ancient 
building — so long, so intimate has been her connexion with it. Yes, 
many and very pleasant are the reminiscences created by a perusal 
of those pages of our journal which are devoted to the Old House- 
keeper, and the hours we have spent ensconced in her old leather 
chair, listening to tales of other days, when the great’, the gay, the 
young, of a generation almost forgotten, congregated there, and lived 
and laughed, and hoped as we do now : never sure was leather chair 
so easy — never were tales so worthy of repetition ; the narrator, too, 
her form, her dress, her blithe and joyous nature, imparting a tinge of 
its own bright hue to every thing around her : shall we ever, when 
she has passed away, for she has already reached that period of 
human life which borders on the very verge of the grave, shall we 
ever again gaze on so mild a countenance — one so beautiful, even 
in age, that the gazer is apt to wonder what it must have been in 
youth ? That it was then an almost perfect specimen of rustic love- 
liness, there is little doubt^ for dearly the old lady loves to teU, how 
Lord North, in one of the annual processions of the Brothers of the 
Trinity House to Greenwich, did, to the exclusion of many richer 
and better born maidens, cast at her feet the nosegay, which, by 
establishing her claim to the possession of superior attractions, drew 
towards her a thousand male eyes, and fixed the serpent tooth of envy 
in a thousand female bosoms. We love, oh ! how we love, to look 
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upon her, that Old Housekeeper, as, in dark stuff gown, and snow 
white apron clad, with simple cap closely plaited over hair of almost 
equal whiteness, a silver headed walking stick, and, pendant from her 
side, a huge bimch of keys indicative of her vocation, she walks with 
hurried yet cautious step from room to room, — now giving orders to 
the busy menials that surround her, and now casting an eager, 
anxious look on every side to see that all is right ; for great is the 
responsibility of the Housekeeper — from the little room in the top- 
most turret to the lowest department of the servants offices, aU is 
under her surveillance, and to .her every domestic in the establish- 
ment is expected to yield obedience ; even that highest of aU high 
functionaries, the butler, touches his hat, doubtless out of respect 
to her sex, as he passes her in the hall ; while footmen and house- 
maids, they of the laundry — the scullery — ^and the stillroom, look 
up to her with mingled awe and envy. 

Be it, however, here remarked, that our venerable friend differs 
very materially from the Housekeeper of modern days, whom the 
artist has selected to hand down to posterity, among the “ Heads of 
THE People the two may, indeed, be classed as individual species 
of the same genus; but the characteristics that constituted them 
such, have, in the march of innovation, been nearly lost. Raised 
through the various gradations of under nurse, upper nurse, and 
lady’s maid, to the important post of femme de charge^" and ven- 
turing at every remove to assume something more of the dress and 
manners of het superiors, she, who holds sway in the mansion of the 
modem great, can only be distinguished from her mistress by a cap 
half an inch lower, and a gown half a shade darker ; and this out- 
ward adornment of her comely person, joined to the comparative 
usefulness of her appearance, and a certain assumption of superiori^ 
foimded oil their advantages, often exposes her to the charge of being 
“an upstart,” “a nobody,” from Housekeepers of the old school. 
Lively, bustling, and good tempered, except on those days so pecu- 
liarly English, when a sunless sky, and a heavy atmosphere, combine 
to make every one cross, and to cause everything to go wrong, she 
too may sometimes be an object of envy, but we mistake if she is not 
entirely defunct in the qualities necessary to inspire any living crea- 
ture with awe. 

But to return to our Housekeeper ; for we prefer adhering to 
our sketch of the species that is, as we fear, rapidly becoming ex- 
tinct. She, to be seen in the zenith of her glory, should be peeped 
at — to get to speak to her on such an occasion would be out of the 
question — when a large party of noble guests are feasting at her 
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master’s board, for she is a very Caleb Balderstone where the 
honour of the family is concerned ; and who knows not how much 
that honour, in the present day, depends on the well serving of a 
dinner — the right arrangement of a table ? An air of bustling im- 
portance mingled, indeed, with a slight shade of anxiety, is upon 
her, and she betrays an unusual degree of impatience if her orders 
are not instantly executed ; an expression of self gratulatlon, however, 
escapes her as she passes each well ordered dish into the hands of 
the liveried footmen who wait around, while reiterated directions are 
given to place the peaches steeped in brandy close to his Grace 

of , for whom they were especially prepared, and to let the 

glittering and many-coloured orange shavings be set in a strong light. 

The Housekeeper’s room is always a favourite resort with the 
juvenile visitors at the castle; nor must it be supposed that the 
fruits and sweetmeats, the cakes and comfits, which its mistress 
so liberally dispenses, form the only, or even the principal attraction. 
No, indeed ; for there they listen to many a pleasant tale, of which 
the childhood of their respective parents forms the theme ; and 
many a sincere, if not very devout prayer is breathed, that “ the 
little lords and ladies, God bless ’em, may turn out as good, as 
great — aye, and as beautiful, too, as their papas and mammas.” 
The worthy old woman, be it observed, is sceptical as to the pos- 
sibility of their attaining any greater degree of excellence than this. 
Nor is the Housekeeper’s popularity by any means confined to the 
more youthful among her lord’s acquaintance : visitors, of all ranks 
and ages, frequently look in upon her ; and we have actually known 
a flirtation which commenced in Mrs. Tartlet’s room, over a pan of 
strawberries and cream, to terminate in a lawyer’s office, over mar- 
riage settlements. 

An amicable compact generally exists between the Housekeeper, 
and the Diner-Out — the latter well knows how and when to pour 
into willing ears the welcome incense of flattery, and the former 
is seldom proof against it. The Diner-Out often snatches five 
minutes before his entrance into the drawing-room to visit the 
Housekeeper in her own apartment, sometimes merely to enquire 
after her health, but more frequently to request that she will oblige 
his cook with a receipt for the manufacture of some favourite dish 
which he never meets with so good elsewhere : this is, of course, 
a mere subterfuge, for the Diner-Out, as is well known, keeps no 
cook. 

The Old Housekeeper knows no other world than that which is 
comprised within the precincts of her Lord’s domain — there all her 
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hopes and fears, all her cares and anxieties centre ; his will, and that 
of his lady, are the laws which govern her, and their opinion the 
tribunal at which alone she must be judged ; the birth of the heir 
constitutes the era from which she dates all the events of her own 
life ; and the improvements that have, from time to time, taken place 
on the estate, seem to be the barriers which her memory raises 
between the present and the past. “ How far back does your 
memory carry you ? ” we once asked of our old friend at the castle. 
“ Lord love ye,” was the characteristic reply, “ I remember when 
those trees were planted,” pointing as she spoke to a magnificent 
grove of elms, “ and when the old oak moulding was put up in the 
north drawing-room : ” the Housekeeper is fond of shewing the 
splendid robe in which his Grace was christened, and the sump- 
tuously decorated, though somewhat old fashioned, cradle in which 
he was first laid to rest : she can give the history of every article of 
furniture in the apartments, and of every picture that decorates the 
walls. was present at the hanging of that Dominichfto;” or, 
** the Duke consulted me on the situation proper for that Gerard 
Dow,” are pieces of information which we have frequently heard gra- 
tuitously given to casual visitors ; while, to our more highly favoured 
selves, many lengthened discourses have been addressed, all going to 
prove the great superiority of the whole collection over that of their 
neighbour, the Marquis of . 

Apropos of pictures and Housekeepers : we once witnessed rather 
a ludicrous scene, connected with the magnificent gallery of the said 
marquis, through which we were walking with a large party of friends, 
his Old Housekeeper acting towards us in the double capacity of 
guide, and walking catalogue. We had paused before a beautiful 
Claude, and were revelling in the enjoyment of its luxurious tints. 
** It is a portrait of my lord, taken when he was a boy, an admirable 
likeness ; ” such was the astoimding information afforded us by the 
worthy old lady as she mechanically pointed with her ivory tipped 
cane to the Claude. “ Surely, my good madam, you are labouring 
under a mistake,” we ventured to reply ; “ this is a landscape — a 
Claude — a delicious Claude ! ” The Old Housekeeper’s eyesight was 
none of the keenest, but even had it been as penetrating as of yore, 
she would not have deigned to turn it in the direction of the picture, 
for she fixed it angrily on us, as she exclaimed : “A landscape 
indeed, / say a landscape ! and would you pretend to tell me who 
saw the portrait taken, who stood by when it was hung up, and who 
have shewn it for upwards of thirty years, — ^would you pretend to tell 
me that I do n’t know his lordship’s portrait from a paltry landscape ? 
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a Claude indeed, — a fine Claude truly !” and, with an air of offended 
dignity, the old lady walked away to the other end of the gallery, 
pit 3 ring doubtless the obtuseness of our faculties which prevented us 
from distinguishing between a painted forest, and a painted head ; the 
fact, as we afterwards discovered, was that the portrait had been re- 
moved to the library, during the temporary absence of the House- 
keeper, and the Claude hung up in its place ; how much longer she 
was kept in ignorance of the change, and how many strangers she 
attempted to convince by the force of her argument, against the 
evidence of their own senses, we never learned. 

The Old Housekeeper is habitually garrulous, and the childhood 
of the various members of the family she serves, is a fruitful theme 
on which to dilate. “ Aye, his Grace was a beautiful boy, and a right 
noble one too ; there were but very few that could come up to him. 
Many’s the race I ran with him before he coxdd reach to my 
shoulders, but he always won them, as well he might ; and there was 
Lady Jane too, the best, the loveliest, of children — so kind, so afiable, 
so charitable ; a heavy loss was she to the country when she married ; 
and then to go abroad and die ! ” And the worthy creature would 
shed bitter tears over the memory of her first young mistress, — tears 
that could only be drie4 up by skilfully turning the conversation to 
the merits and attractions of her ladyship’s successor of the present 
generation. 

The Housekeeper is never so much in her element as when in 
the midst of preparation for some great event about to take place in 
the family ; the marriage of the eldest daughter, for instance. She 
having, of course, been all along in the secret, acquires a vast addi- 
tion of happiness when she is permitted to impart it to a few of her 
most intimate fnends ; and this she does in the strictest confidence, 
little dreaming meanwhile that the whole neighbourhood has long 
been in possession of the fact. As the great day approaches, the 
bustle and activity of the old lady increase tenfold, and her importance 
is proportionably raised. Nor is the air of mystery which she has 
thought proper to assume, at all diminished by the conviction that 
every servant in the house is now as well informed on the subject as 
herself. She is always difiScult of access to those who come not on 
business expressly connected with the domestic economy of the 
household ; but now it would be next to an impossibility for any 
indifferent person to obtain an interview, however important his 
business, if that business concerned only himself. We have known 
an old and faithful servant whom misfortune had overtaken, turned 
starving away from the door of affluence, in consequence of an order 
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given that the Housekeeper should not be troubled on any subject 
unconnected with the preparations going on during a season of 
family festivity ; and this, too, in a house famed, and often justly 
famed, for deeds of charity : but we would hope such things are of 
rare occurrence. 

On the wedding morning, who so gay, so busy, so very happy as 
the Old Housekeeper ? Certainly not the tearful bride ; for her 
happiness, great as it is, has an alloy — the pain, the bitter pain, of 
parting : but the Housekeeper’s has none ; with her, all is joy and 
triumph. Her eyes dazzled with diamonds and lace, her head full 
of bride cake and marriage favours, what wonder that she thinks not 
of the future? and as, with the freedom permitted to long and 
faithful service, she presses forward to give and receive the last 
farewell, and take one more glimpse at the gay and gallant bride- 
groom, she marvels in her heart why a young and lovely bride 
should weep. And here it may be well to notice, that though the 
Housekeeper is generally addressed by the dignified appellative 
which, in most other cases, serves to distinguish between the matron 
and the spinster ; yet it but seldom happens that she has ventured to 
embark on the rough and hazardous sea of matrimony ; though, as 
she takes frequent occasion to inform you, that she has not done so 
is entirely her own fault : and she is very fond of enumerating the 
advantageous ofiers which she has received and, of course, refused. 
“ Indeed, there is no knowing even now, old as she is : Mr. May- 
crofl, the bailiff, is a very agreeable man, and somewhere about 
her own age — rather older, perhaps !” 

But if a marriage in the family is an affair of importance to the 
Housekeeper, a birth is doubly so ; since it is the only event that 
has the power of drawing her from the castle, where everything will 
go wrong in her absence, to the house in town, where nothing ever 
goes right. But how could she who has been present at the births 
of two generations of heirs, be absent from that of the third ? Be- 
sides, who so able to judge whether the new-born infant most 
resembles its father or its grandfiither ? 

In the absence of the family, the Old Housekeeper is always in 
close correspondence with the youngest daughter, through whom the 
orders of her lady, on all matters concerning the management of the 
household, the village, the schools, &c. &c., are transmitted to her. 
On the days when these important communications are expected, a 
strict injunction is left at the lodge that the post-bag shall be sent 
up at the earliest possible moment ; and she generally contrives to 
open it, which she does with a look of great satisfaction, in the 
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presence of as many of the servants as she can, under various pre- 
tences, collect together. Cautiously, and with an air of great re- 
spect, the delicate missive is drawn forth, and the superscription to 
Mrs, Tartlett read over more than once, with sundry expressions of 
admiration at the beauty of the handwriting ; and as she proceeds to 
make herself acquainted with the contents, mysterious glances pass 
between the other servants, who, after vainly endeavouring to glean 
from her countenance something of what is passing into her mind, 
steal away one by one, wondering what their young lady can have 
to write about wherewith to fill such a long letter to the House- 
keeper. 

In the village adjoining the castle the Old Housekeeper is a most 
important personage ; for being her lady’s almoner, she fails not to 
avail herself of the circumstance to increase her own popularity; 
never losing an opportunity of impressing the minds of the villagers 
with the fact, that through her only can they obtain the favour of 
their patroness : even the less wealthy among the tenantry are but 
too happy when, by the trifiing gift of a goose or a turkey to her 
brother in London, they can succeed in conciliating the House- 
keeper; for she is well known to have great infiuence with his 
Grace, and to be able to say more to the steward than most people. 
With some of the more highly favoured of the latter class, she occa- 
sionally, in the absence of the family, steps in to take a cup of tea ; but 
these visits are “ few and far between ; ’* for the Housekeeper is (alas ! 
that the truth must be told) sadly exclusive. She serves a duchess, 
and has a thousand pounds in the Bank ; so it would not do to be 
too familiar with any one. It is a matter of speculation amongst 
the many to whom the latter circumstance has been communicated, 
as to what will become of the said thousand pounds at her death ; 
for except the brother alluded to, who is rich and childless, and 
nearly as old as herself, she has not a relation in the world. It is 
true, that several persons have, in the course of the last few years, 
endeavoured to prove themselves her cousins three or four degrees 
removed ; but we have not heard that any of them have been able 
to establish their claims : that the future disposal of these, her 
honourably acquired gains, does, nevertheless, occasionally occupy 
her thoughts, may be gathered from the fact, that, one evening, 
after having accidentally overheard a conversation between two 
gentlemen, on the subject of political economy, and the evils of 
taxation, she anxiously enquired of Mr. Maycroft, “How far a 
thousand pounds would go towards paying off the National Debt?’* 
In spite, however, of this momentary manifestation of patriotic 
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feeling, our own private opinion is, that she will leave all her pro- 
perty, funded or otherwise, including her own portrait, taken by an 
itinerant artist, with his little lordship sitting on her knee, to the 
duke's youngest son, now a spirited boy at Eton. 

** To be said an honest man and a good Housekeeper^ goes as 
fairly as to say, a graceful man and a great scholar." So wrote the 
immortal Shakspere ; and though he intended not that the sentiment 
should refer to that class of housekeepers of which we have been treat- 
ing, we own we cannot see why the panegyric contained in it might 
not be equally well applied to them. How much of goodness and 
gracefulness, of honesty and respectability, is often embodied in the 
old and tried domestic, — that bright* ornament, that assured support 
of a &mily ? And can it be that, in England, — wealthy, &youred 
England, — such are ever cast adrift upon the world ; their services 
forgotten, their claims overlooked ! Alas, yes ! We have ourselves 
but too often met with females bending beneath the weight of years 
and misery, lodged in garrets, and almost starving on the meagre 
allowance granted by the parish, whose best days were devoted, and 
ftiithfully devoted, to the service of the affluent and the powerftil; 
and whose warmest affections still hover, even in their depth of 
poverty, over the ungrateful master or mistress who have long ceased 
to remember — save, perhaps, as an appendage to some blithe and 
happy past — their worn-out, and therefore, discarded domestic. 
Happily, however, it is not always thus : many an old and faithful 
servant has gone down to the grave honoured and deplored, as our 
churchyard stones abundantly testify ; nor can we doubt but that the 
death-beds of as many have been cheered by the delicate attentions 
of those who, however high in station, know how to estimate the 
value of that link in the great chain of society, which serves to bind 
the virtuous of all classes together. It is true, indeed, that we might 
reverse the picture we have sketched, and, drawing equally from life, 
paint the bold, the artftil, and the bad ; for in this, as in every other 
class, they are to be found : but it is surely more agreeable, as well 
as more instructive, to contemplate the brighter side of human 
nature ; to smile at its weaknesses, but to pity and conceal its 
faults : and we who are called to be masters and mistresses, whom 
Bums designates the “ lordly fellow-worms " of those beneath us, 
should do well, ere we judge them too severely, to remember, that 
as our lot is cast in comparatively pleasant places," so should we 
make allowance for those venial errors which too many amongst us 
are apt to visit with the severity due only to great crimes. 
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Several months have elapsed since the discovery of the real remedy 
for all the evils of existence. We allude to the institution of the 
Society for the Encouragement of Starvation. This, however, was 
not the title by which the association sought to be known on the 
imperishable scroll of fame. Its name was (and is, if it be living) the 
** Total Abstinence Society.” It was established, according to the 
public journals, at Bishopswearmouth. “ Wearmouth !” “Mouth!” 
Um! Let not the syllables, however, be voted superfluous, or 
inconsistent with the objects of total abstinence. How could the 
principles, the purposes of the society, be made known, save by the 
medium of that part of the mortal machine, which, ever since the first 
apple was plucked, has been misemployed by men, and perverted to 
forbidden uses. At Bishopswearmouth, the panacea for all the “ ills 
that flesh is heir to” was detected and proclaimed. It was found 
out that good living had been the bane of it. There it was demon- 
strated (and there the demonstration is recorded in various forms of 
verse, longs and shorts, in the most ostentatious situations of the 
churchyard), that if a man will simply resolve to abandon entirely 
the custom and ceremony of eating and drinking, he will, in due 
season, relieve himself of all the cares, trials, and sorrows of this life. 
The College of Physicians has not yet attempted to contravene this 
important principle ; but, then, “ abstinence” must be the word (or 
rather, as the society said, to prevent the possibility of equivocation, 
total abstinence”). Let a man be ever so expert in his drink- 
ing; let him imbibe, as an illustrious lady-friend of ours once 
said, only “ the idea of a dew-drop the principle must be held to 
be destroyed. Let him indulge his immoral appetite by dining only 
upon a moth’s antennae, or the wing of a grilled bluebottle, and the 
spell of starvation is broken. Extreme principles, it was contended, 
were alone suited to the extremities of our condition. This is not a 
time, certainly, when customs are to be observed, merely because 
they are old. This, then, may be no age for dining and drinking. 
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Antiquated as those habits may be (and their antiquity none wiH 
dispute), why retain them if they can be proved superfluous ? “ The 
beef-eaters are of ancient origin,” said the total-abstinence philoso- 
phers ; ** but beef-eating is not essential to the constitution, political 
or physical.” And the society, we believe, prospered and became 
attenuated ; it flounshed and fell away ; as its numbers increased, 
its ranks were observed to become thinner and thinner. It was a 
society skeletonised. Its members were, in some degree, t3rpe8 of 
the people in the Arabian tale who were turned into stone — these 
were bone ! You might have fancied them the constituency that 
elected the Barebones Parliament. They were a multitude of no- 
bodies : it might be said of each of them, ** He is all soul.” The 
poet makes us feel a flne sound by telling us that ** nothing lived 
*twixt it and silence:” no substance interposed ’twixt them and 
nothing. Our artist would have perpetuated their physiognomies 
(which were identically like each other), but they one and all defied 
him. They were on the very verge of the impalpable ; they were 
too thin to be sketched. When he looked at them, he looked through 
them, and saw nothing but the blank, inhuman wall. There was no 
such thing as pourtraying their visages, they were so perfectly 
vacant. In the earlier stage of their proceedings, however, after 
they had established a Coflin Club as a branch association, an artist 
was sent down to draw — their teeth : the moral economists, as we 
have hinted already, decided that this is no age for superfluities. 

The total-abstinence men (or, as they may be called, the aider- 
men’s antipodes) looked, it may be supposed, with some contempt, 
and more honour, upon the devotees of a doctrine which had passed 
current in the world under the name of “ temperance.” Mere 
temperance always puts them out of temper. “ Temperance,” they 
said, “ was sure to stop short at the half-way house : the professor 
of temperance, like his principles, imperatively required to be * car- 
ried out’ ” — not having a leg to stand upon. Total abstinence, if 
it had but a drop of blood in its system, would have blushed for it. 
It was, and is, denounced, in short, as a timid and imperfect prin- 
ciple, — a false, hesitating, slippery, middle doctrine. 

The orthodox and conscientious disciple of temperance tells, of 
course, a different story. He is resolutely, and upon principle, 
opposed to all excess one way or the other : he is for limiting the 
human appetite, or, rather, the indulgence of it, to some half dozen 
dishes or so at dinner ; with a two or three hours’ dessert, and a 
bottle per head per hour. And then he triumphantly demands, 
whether this is not doing much towards checking the march of 
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intoxication and apoplexy? He justly contends, that while a man 
is sitting with his feet under the mahogany, he cannot possibly be 
staggering about the streets in a state of disgusting inebriety ; and 
even when it comes to that, and he is found walking home in the 
wrong direction, on both sides of the way, anything, he insists, is 
better than remaining insensible all night under the table, avoiding 
the eyes of Europe, which are upon you wherever you turn out of 
doors, sneaking back into the paths of soda and sobriety, and basely 
defrauding the magisterial poor-box of five shillings. He therefore 
gets up, when sitting longer is a bore ; he deems it a more manly 
and moral course to quit the table when he is tired — stop who may. 
A sincere-minded and conscientious professor of temperance, unlike 
the regular diner-out and drinker, will always have the decency to 
leave ofi' when he feels that he has had too much : sooner, would be 
absurd. This is surely setting a noble example of moderation to the 
ordinary soaker, who never dreams of attempting to walk away until 
he knows he can’t. 

Destined to occupy one of the most honourable and conspicuous 
niches in the Temple of Temperance, let us turn to the Teetotaler. 
As his name implies, he is not of the total-abstinence class, but he is 
of the genus temperance, in the strictest definition of which the term 
is susceptible. The teetotalers do not derive their distinctive ap- 
pellation, as some have supposed, from a presumed habit of drinking 
tea totally, — that is, solely, and exclusive of all decoctions else. 
“ Teetotaler” is a corruption of “ Teetotumer.” The sect, in short, 
was originally the Teetotumers, so called from their continually- 
exhibited propensity of spinning round and round after the process 
of drinking, and falling with this or that side uppermost, as it might 
happen, at the conclusion of their evolutions. 

The appellation thus derived has led them to adopt the principle 
of professing to confine their bibulous indulgences to the cup which, 
as the poet, with all a poet's regard to verity, says, ” cheers, but not 
inebriates.” Cheers ! The Teetotaler now visibly presented to the 
reader, is evidently no poet ; and to him the cheering quality of the 
beverage is pure imagination. He praises it, to be sure, but with a 
mental reservation that resolves itself into an execration still-born. 
He never sips one spoonful of the virtuous cup without a natural 
thought, retrospective or anticipatory, upon liquids blessed by Jove, 
on more than nectarean bowls. While he stirs and stirs to gain time, 
he feels that there is another and a better draught ; and, with a look 
of mingled misery and rapture, he drinks to the immortal memory of 
half-and-half! 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



180 


THE TBBTOTALEIt. 


The Teetotaler is a type of the twofold purpose for which we are 
born ; he is the representatiye of Old Double who is dead : — 

** Like to a man on doable business bound 

but we cannot pursue the quotation, for he neglects neither. He 
has one duty to discharge to the world without, and another to the 
world within. He is one man to society, another to hinoself. He is 
Twankay to the town, Toddy to the fire-side circle. He has a public 
and a private, a professional and a personal, taste. Departeth he in 
this from all established practice ? or doth he simply conform to the 
irresistible and universal principle that governs human character? 
The democrat is understood to be pretty generally a domestic tyrant ; 
the public oppressor is remarkable for his suavity and gentleness in 
private life. The physician prescribes abstinence approaching to 
“ total,” and then drives home to turtle, turbot, venison, wild fowl, 
and maccaroni ; the reviewer takes care not to write a book if he 
can help it ; the actor, after playing Sir Epicure Mammon, sups 
upon a cheeseparing ; the courtier’s most finished bow is succeeded 
by a kick gratuitously administered to his footboy, properly so called ; 
the tradesman, who inveighs against his customers’ habit of beating 
down, beats down as a buyer without scruple or remorse. “ Through 
all the employments of life” the anomaly runs : not only do all 
professions berogue one another,” — 

** The priest calls the lawyer a cheat ; 

The lawyer beknaves the divine j*’ — 

but practically they pass the same censure upon themselves. It 
were idle to multiply instances. In conformity with the world's 
custom, the Teetotaler, who has harangued a tea-party in a ” stir- 
ring” address of three hours at ” The Pewter Spoon and Paradise,” 
returns home, and lays aside his professional habits with his hat and 
great coat. He has been Temperance up to nine o’clock, — he will 
be Jollity till bedtime. The cup has grown into a bowl ! The 
speech in honour of Bohea has melted most musically into a song of 
endless repetition in grateful praise of Rare Old Wine ! 

Thus doth the Teetotaler justify human nature, and keeps us all 
in countenance. He knows the tendency of the mind of man to run 
into extremes : he knows that flesh is frail, for nobody has more 
frequently taken the “one glass more,” — ‘^the last feather that 
breaks the camel’s back.” He would counteract this liability in our 
blood, by the inculcation of certain sobering truths ; he is aware, by 
old experience, of the prejudice with which generous minds regard 
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Enough : he knows that Too-much is a special fisYourite with mortals. 
He feels (for his own natural and noble instincts tell him so) that a 
superfluity is barely sufficient. To save us from falling oyer the 
precipice, he points to the tea-plant as a plant that is fictitiously 
nutritious, theoretically refreshing ; and he enlarges upon its virtues 
the rather that he knows we shall not cling to it, and forsake 
** totally’* the vine, the grain, the hop, and the juniper-berry. 
There must be theories, he thinks, but they should never be allow^ 
to interfere too much with practices ; those precepts he considers to 
be very equivocal, that require to be continually enforced by example. 
Advice must be given (it has been proffered gratis, or at an ad 
valorem rate, in all ages), but insanity only could desire that it 
should be followed. Accordingly, having quitted his pulpit, his 
thoughts travel directly towards the cellar. His doctrine is in fhvour 
of extremes meeting ; the excellence whereof he illustrates by a 
reference to the especial pleasantness of whiskey-and-water. To 
drink water, he conceives is about half of the whole duty of man, 
which is necessarily of a ** mixed ” character. Tea, nevertheless, he 
will not absolutely decline, even in his non-professional hours, and 
apart from his avocation as a temperance teacher ; — ^but then he im- 
peratively requires with it a dash of brandy. To him there appears 
no reason why Mr. Twining should not enter into partnership with 
Hodges or Booth. This sine qua non granted, he will respond in 
the afllrmative to the considerate, but too often satirical, enquiry, 
** Is your tea agreeable ? ’* but to expect him to relish Souchong out 
of the society, to tolerate gunpowder but with a view to going off 
with a glorious report, is to single out the Teetotaler for a task never 
imposed upon moralist or agitator before. Does Mr. Moore, when 
at dinner he appeals to human sympathy with, ** 1 *11 trouble you 
for a potato,*’ make the request in a stanza exquisitely adapted to 
an old Irish melody? Does Mr. Lockhart, the editor of ‘‘ The 
Quarterly,” say, “ We are of opinion,” in his personal intercourse 

with his friends ? Or does Mr. , who daily evinces his horror 

and trepidation at the state of the navy, and the defencelessness of 
our coasts, evince, by his joviality in private life, the smallest appre- 
hension of the arrival of the Russians, and the sacking of London ? 
Why should the Teetotaler be alone expected to carry his profes- 
sional prejudices into his parlour, and never to divest himself of his 
public habitudes? Why should not he be allowed, — nay, even 
called upon, as others are, — to “ sink the shop? ” He does so, at 
any rate, with or without permission ; nor does he refuse to comfort 
hknself under the aspersions and illiberal expectations of the world 
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with a gentle joke, as he pares a wafery slice of lemon-peel into hig 
steaming-water, which he is just converting into a draught of inef- 
fable potency. With a twinUe of the eye that overthrows at once 
the indestructible theory he had established in his last temperance 
tract, he remarks that his tea stands for toddy, though toddy stands 
not for him. He also intimates a facetious recollection of the rudi- 
ments of learning, in the fact that “ T* was not, when he was a boy, 
numbered among the liquids he learnt by heart. 

Pope said of Lord Orrery (or was it Lord Orrery of Pope ?), that 
he “ never took tea without a stratagem.*’ Here we have the Teetotaler 
to a “ < ;** he is never in his cups without a stratagem. His tea-pot 
is, in fact, a tea-plot on a grand scale ; the scheme for furthering the 
ends which, we presume. Pope’s critic. Dr. Samuel Johnson, had in 
view when he appealed, for about the three-and-thirtieth time on 
one evening, to Mrs. Thrale’s hyson-pouring propensities. The 
vulgar would suppose the philosopher to be impelled by a vulgar 
thirst : we should rather say it was a thirst for knowledge ; a desire 
to ascertain by practical consumption, the exhaustibility of the re- 
sources of China, and the depth of the River Thames. Similar 
laudable anxieties animate the Teetotalers of the present day; 
together with other aspirations after human perfectibility, which 
neither Pope nor Johnson experienced. Their proofs of the virtues 
of teetotalism are in themselves prodigies, and without parallel in 
the history of statistics. They have demonstrated the fact, that as 
the great majority of the human race survive the period of milk- 
drinking, the period antecedent to that at which they taste fermented 
liquors, &c., fermented liquors, &c. shorten the duration of life. They 
have discovered that out of every thousand criminals produced by 
this prolific country during the last half-century, from the hardened 
houseless wanderer down to the unfortunate cutthroat, nine hundred 
and ninety- nine and a boy had been partakers, at some period of 
their lives, of wines, ardent spirits, or malt in its many forms. 
Hence they deduce their irresistible conclusion, that all these liquids 
lead to crime, flowing in streams of poison through society ; and 
hence, teetotalism ! 

Establishing this truth, to make us wiser, not better ; as an 
addition to our store of statistical facts, not as anything by which 
we are to profit; as a contribution to our stock of entertaining 
knowledge, not as anything which is to guide our moral conduct ; 
in short, as a curious calculation, not as an impertinent interference 
with our tendencies to murder; is not the Teetotaler as amply 
entitled to regale himself as any other labourer in the vineyard of 
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science and morals? More so! What is entitled to indulgence, if 
self-denial be not? Who deserves the blessing of brandy, if the 
Teetotaler should taste not a drop ? Is it not a popular maxim, one 
of the wisest within the compass of practical philosophy, that a good 
resolution ought to be treated ? How preferable is this to the 
shabby, stingy, cheating principle, that virtue is its own reward I in 
other words, that temperance should be content with tea-drinking. 
So, then, the intemperate are to have all the good thin^ ; the 
dram-drinker is to monopolise the drams ; and he whose bosom 
glows with the love of teetotalism is never to warm the cockles of 
his heart ! 

See to what excesses this shallow, shabby, swindling doctrine 
(the virtue-is-its-own-reward doctrine) would lead! Even while 
we are writing, our eye wanders to a statement in the papers, that 
the use of opium as a means of intoxication, is spreading rapidly in 
those districts especially where the well-intentioned enthusiasts, 
vulgarly called Teetotalers, most abound !” It is positively asserted, 
that it is among those communities in which ardent spirits have 
been abjured, that the practice of opium-eating has increased ! So 
much for the virtue of the virtuous who would abolish cakes and 
ale ! So much for taking Temperance at her word, and thus putting 
her out of temper with herself by interpreting her “ No, I thank 
ye!*’ literally! So much for the philosophically ignorant assump- 
tion, that it would be a coarse compliment, and an absurd contra- 
diction, to ask Abstinence to dinner ! It is plain that some of the 
Teetotalers have been carrying the joke rather too far. They have 
been trpng to convince us that they are in earnest by going mad* 
They have been driven into a horrible degree of self-indulgence, by 
the effort to establish an example of self-denial. Opium -eating a 
consequence of anti-gin-drinking I Thus have priests in certain 
countries found a plurality of loves the only substitute for the 
denied gratification of one legitimate passion: thus do too many 
laymen in this, devoutly abandon small vices, for the sake of the 
greater sins “they are inclined to!” And thus it is with all men 
at all times. People are very apt in their resolution to put off a 
bad habit, to put on a worse : a man lays down his snuff-box as a 
source of slight but injurious excitement, lind takes up the dice box 
because stronger excitement is indispensable to him. If we succeed 
in checking a habit of ostentation, do we not grow wonderfully proud 
of our humility ? Mark the man who cures himself, by repeated 
efforts, of inordinate vanity ; how horribly vain he is of his achieve- 
ment ; how conceited of his freedom from vanity ? That, as times 
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go, is an excellent species of moral reform, which only substitutes 
one vice for another of the same sise ; but this cannot be said of the 
substitution of insidious opium for generous wine or honest heavy ! 

A party has recently sprung up at certain public meetings, which 
is noisily distinguished firom every other sect : it is called ** The 
Tin-Canister Party !” Can it be that these are the Teetotalers bent 
upon a practical demonstration of the moderateness of their views, 
and the sobriety of their dispositions ? Teetotalism may be known, 
we suspect, by the sign of the tin-canister. Temperance is exces- 
sively talkative, always making a great clatter about its own merits 
and the demerits of everything intemperate. The tin-canister party 
is assuredly the political type of the Teetotalers. 

The Teetotaler who is really in earnest should be told that 
temperance is a very expensive virtue. A friend of ours, only last 
Saturday night, out of a dinner party of a dozen, chose, most unre- 
flectingly, to be the only man who dined simply, and drank sparingly. 
In short, he was the only one of the twelve who could say he was 
sober ; with the other eleven, speaking was not so easy. He has 
bewailed his misfortune ever since : he had to pay for the party ! 
No soul else could unbutton a breeches-pocket. The waiter marked 
him for his own, — and so has melancholy. His plea henceforth will 
be, that he cannot afford the costly virtue of sobriety ; he is too 
poor to come away sober. 

Temperance won’t do. If you want to know where they have always 
on draught a genuine glass of jolly good ale, and old,” call upon 
a Teetotaler ; — ^he will take you the nearest way : for the calm, sooth- 
ing, sobering thimbleful before breakfast, he is also your man. He 
needs it ; for he will tell you that he stayed so long at the meeting 
over-night, and imbibed so plenteously in the good cause, that he 
got ** half- teas over” before the termination of the proceedings. 
Enthusiasm now, he says, is necessary to success, for the assem- 
blages are falling off. He fears they must give a gin-palace air to 
their tea-parlour ; decorate it externally with prodigious slop-basins 
and sugar-tongs. They cannot go on, even in a joke, persuading 
people tliat Paradise was a tea-garden. Things are going wrong 
with them : there was a sad lack of ** spoons” at the last meeting. 
There was a want of harmony ; the kettle would n’t sing. The tea- 
pot, he laments to say, do n't draw I 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



Digitized by LjOOqIc 




THE FACTORY CHILD. 


Bom in sorrow, and baptued in tears. 


Digitized by 


Google 


THE FACTORY CHILD.* 


BY DOUGLAS JERROLD. 


Open your mouth, my little maid. Ha ! yes 1 very good ! Here 
they are, — the whole four.** 

“ Bless me ! Well, she *s very small, — remarkably small.** 

“ True, sir ; but here, here, you perceive, is the test. As I 
said, the whole four.*’ 

“ I perceive ; and yet she is — very small ! *’ 

Hie reader may take the above as a part of the dialogue of the 
certifying surgeon and the inspector of a cotton factory, to which 
establishment a puny, white-faced little girl, apparently about seven 
years old, is a baby candidate for toil. Certain we are she does not 
look a day more than seven ; and yet, having submitted her mouth 
to the professional inspection of Mr. Enamel, she is pronounced to 
be of the legal age, — ftill nine ; and, therefore, by act of parliament, 
admissible as day-labourer in the factory of Brown and Jones ; who, 
with other masters, have made the teeth a test of age ; — a test pro- 
nounced by the profession to be almost infallible. f 

“ Well, if you are certain,** observes the inspector. 

“ Certain ! Look here sir ; open your mouth, girl.** And 
again the child, casting uneasy glances at the “ certifying** authority, 
opens her mouth ; and Mr. Enamel, displaying her teeth and gums 
to the inspector, proceeds in the tone of a lecturer, tears rolling 

* It is now six years since the writer of this paper essayed a drama, the 
purpose of which was an appeal to public sympathy in the cause of the Factory 
Children : the drama was very summarily condemned ; cruelly maimed the first 
night, and mortally killed on its second representation. The subject of the piece 
** was low — distressing.'* The truth is, it was not then la mode to affect an interest 
for the ** coarse and vulgar" details of human life; and the author suffered because 
he was two or three years before the fashion. This circumstance, however, is only 
now alluded to, that the writer of the present paper may not be supposed to have 
unseemingly entered upon ground taken within these few days by a lady- writer, — 
but as only claiming the right to return to a subject he had before, in adverse 
times, adventured on. 

t See “ The Teeth a Test of Age, considered with Reference to the Factory 
Children by Edwin Saunders. 
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down the girl's cheeks from the prolonged distension of her jaw : — 
“ Look here, sir ; the full developments of the ninth year (as, 
indeed, I have before observed) are these : in the ninth year, the 
four incisor teeth of the permanent set in each row have succeeded 
to the places of those of the first; and, from the consentaneous 
growth and expansion— (do n't twist about so, my little girl) — and, 
from the consentaneous growth and expanion of the maxillary 
bones, no — (be still, you little brat !) — no retardation or mal-posidon 
will " 

“ Very true, Mr. Enamel ; no doubt it's all right." 

** You may always trust to the incisors, — and here" — (and here 
Mr. Enamel, with somewhat of an airy, triumphant look, pointed to 
the little pegs of ivory in the mouth of the girl) — “ here, sir, they 
are ! Now," cried Mr. Enamel, " who is the next ?" 

Let us, however, leave the certifying surgeon to pursue his 
dental inquiries on the next, and the next, and the next : our imme* 
diate business is with the little girl ; who, having, by the testimony 
of her teeth, completed her ninth year, runs with gladness home to 
tell the news of her good fortune. She is accepted ; — she will have 
wages. She has incisor teeth ! 

The child of afiSuence, of comfort, is carried to the fashionable 
dentist (a Nicholles or a Cartwright), that nature may be watched, 
assisted. The darling sufferer, by turns, according to its pliancy 
or stubbornness, soothed with the assurance of rows of pearls, or 
twitted with the promise of fangs ** to make it a fright for life," passes 
into the hands of the operator, making its first painful sacrifice to 
what is held the 'grand necessity, appearance. To such a child, the 
dentist, albeit he comes with terrors, is, in fact, the retained of 
luxury ; the feed man of parents fluttering for the beauty of their 
babes, who gain another charm, or lose a defect, by the cunning of 
his fingers. To the youngling of the factory, the dentist is made 
the arbitrator by Toil : Labour institutes him his officer to cry to 
infancy, " Begin ! " Blandly surveying the mouths of the children 
of wealth and ease, he says, " Teeth, be beautiful !" looking at the 
gums of pauper infancy, his sentence is, " Incisors, work! " 

Yes, our little Factory Girl is nine years old : she is no longer 
a child ; she is a dwarfed woman. Her infancy was passed in 
pining, puling want; from the first, almost an untended thing, 
left days and days alone, the mother denied the enjoyment of 
maternal sympathies by sharpest penury (the fiend that, at the 
hearts of the poor, now chills, now blights, and now makes stony 
hard the human heart), by keen necessity of out-door toil for the 
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infant mouth at home. God knows how the child learned to walk ! 
A short time, and another baby engrosses the few hours (nay, half- 
hours) stolen from work to lavish on the last-born ; — and then, 
another helpless, squalid thing ; — and then, another ; and then our 
little Factory Girl becomes a nurse, and, at six years old, hugs in 
her lean arms her half-naked, tatterdemalion brother. She has not 
strength to carry him, meagre as he is, but shuffles and stumbles 
with him along the street : and now she sits in door-ways ; and now 
in lanes and alleys her infant mind receives the seeds of future 
things : if things of goodness, a blessed chance ; if otherwise, the 
unthinking virtuous throw up their eyes, and marvel at the wrong I 
And thus the child passes her first nine years of infant life. What 
an infancy ! Lean and withered and care-worn (yes, care-worn ! 
her baby countenance made dull and colourless by the miserable 
aspects everywhere surrounding her), she seems as if she had never 
been younger ; nay, more, that years could hardly make her look 
more old, there is within her face of babyhood so deep a stamp of 
sad maturity. All the better yearnings of the heart, — the peace, the 
sportiveness, bom and abounding at the hearths of competence, — 
what has she known of these ? Life to her has been a joyless, 
selfish, hungry, peevish thing. Her home has been the home of 
grinding want : at her fireside, man, the lord of creation, has been 
a serf to the lowest necessities, and not always a silent and unre- 
pining one. How often is the brutal husband and the reckless father 
the horrid handiwork of misery alone! Of all the violence, the 
cruelty infflcted on each other by the miserably poor, how much of 
it is but the wild outburst of intolerable self-suffering I And our 
little Factory Girl has seen this ; and the shadow of the evil has 
fallen upon her face. 

Let us, however, accompany the child to the factory. What a 
bitter season I How the wind howls — with what a dash the sleet is 
flung against the windows ! The earth is frozen hard as iron, and 
the wind cuts blightingly ; snow is on the ground. It is five o’clock 
on a January morning. The child is up, and with its scanty cover- 
ing pulled about it, descends shivering to the street. Poor little 
wench ; her blood is frozen under her very finger nails. Her foot, 
too (for her shoes have been patched past further patching, and 
yawn in half-a-dozen places), is galled with a nasty chilblain, and 
she limps most painfully. Her father, bound to the same factory, 
lifts her upon his back, and, checking an oath, groans from between 
his teeth. The girl is nine years old ; and, half-clad, in a desolating 
January morning, is carried — through cold and darkness Carried — to 
work. 
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The girl is now in the factory. From this moment her child- 
hood utterly ceases; she is bondwoman to all the cares of mature 
life. Nine hours per day is her allotted time for work; the re- 
mainder of the twenty-four to be passed — in what ? in the sports of 
youth, — in the happy, artless recreation of children, to whom even 
the consciousness of existence is at times a source of the keenest 
pleasure? An hour and a half is given to breakfast and dinner; 
and when we remember the wages earned by the Factory Girl, 
sometimes as much as four-and-sixpence per week, and the costli- 
ness of the luxury of bread, an hour and a half for two meals is 
surely time sufficient : they might, we have no doubt, be eaten — 
aye, both — in half the allotted time. There yet remain many hours 
— hours for what ? For the merest rudiments of education ? After 
nine hours’ unceasing labour in the cotton factory, how elastic the 
mind ! how apt for instruction ! how strong to pore over a book ! 
how fitted to receive any impressions that shall raise its possessor a 
degree above the beast slaughtered for the shambles ! The Factory 
Girl returns home, and what can she do but sleep ? What should she 
do but seek oblivion from the noise, the racking noise of engines, 
the hell of sounds, which she has all day suffered ? Who would 
keep her one half-hour from her miserable bed ? Who would lessen 
the blessings of sleep, since sleep may sometimes bring to her at 
least dreams of quiet, visions of happiness ? What to her is reading 
and writing ? — let her quaff forgetfulness. 

However, we must not yet return from the factory. The girl 
has entered the building : she adds another to the crowd of pallid 
children already doomed. We may be answered, that to work is 
the common sentence of mankind, and that it is worse than useless 
in us to attempt to awaken sympathy for the sufferers. Be it so : 
but if ever angels weep, it must be when, surveying the wickedness, 
the craft, the meanness, the hypocrisy, and tyranny of the earth 
below, they cast their regards upon the factory infants; — hapless 
little ones ; children without childhood ; poor, diminutive Adams 
of nine years old, earning their Corn-law loaf in the sweat of their 
baby faces. 

The girl is in the factory ; she is provided with a task, What an 
employment ? She, the child is united — fast married — to the giant 
steam. The engine, like a thing of life, a monstrous something that 
awakens in the imagination the might and vastness of the pre- Adamite 
animals ; ihaty as though instinct with vitality, works without pause 
unerringly on, an iron monster with a pulse of steam. 

It is the destiny, that while the engine works, the people must 
work.” Here are odds ! Ye good people, raised above the con- 
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didon of the cotton yictim ; ye, who take delight from the smooth 
brows, the fresh lips, and laughing eyes of your children ; here are 
odds: iron, with its movements of mathematical precision, to be 
responded to by the bones and muscles of half-fed children ! Weak 
and fragile limbs opposed by metal valves — the piston against the 
human heart ! 

The dragging, wearying monotony of the machine ; the sdfling 
heat (in the dressing department sometimes at ninety-eight de- 
grees) ; the unbroken noise ; the necessity of constant action on the 
part of the workers ; render the place and the employment all but 
intolerable. Whilst reflecting on the misery endured, the positive 
social injustice done to the children sentenced to the machine, we 
thought, glancing at the cotton, of the lines in Gray*s ode : — 

“ See the grisly texture grow; 

*Tis of human entrails made!*' 

And have the factory children no recreation ? Are they allowed to 
avail themselves of no means to cheat the irksomeness of their em- 
ployment ? Is no sleight permitted by which they may at all flee 
from the stunning consciousness (if we may be allowed the term) of 
their position ? Is nothing given to childhood to cheat it even into 
the thoughts of an escape to enjoyments? If the reader put or 
think this question, we are enabled to answer him. In some fac- 
tories, the children whilst at work are allowed to sing ; they may 
mingle voices in thanksgiving harmony. When we use the word 
thanksgiving, we wish to imply that no profane songs are permitted 
to be breathed, the children being rigidly restricted to the execution 
of hymns^ which, as though they would utterly dumbfound their 
tyrant engine, they sing with a determination of piety that to some 
people would sound exceedingly gracious : the said good folks de- 
tecting no unpremeditated reproach and satire in the words sent 
forth. And yet there are men who, when the children of nine years 
old, doomed to work nine hours a-day for three shillings a-week, 
carol the following hymn, might be irresistibly compelled to contrast 
the condition with the verse of the singers : — 

By cOol Siloam’s shady rill, 

How sweet the lily grows ! 

How sweet the breath beneath the hill 
Of Sharon's dewy rose I" 

Who, beholding the reeking faces of the children in a temperature 
of ninety-eight degrees, but would feel the melancholy reproach in 
their almost unconscious aspiration for ** cool Siloam’s shady rill !” 
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Nor is it impossible that some man — nay, some very, very rich man 
— might feel a sudden quailing of the heart, if, entering his factory, 
he heard the children send shrilly forth, — 

** Oh 6o>1 ! to whom revenge belongs, thy vengeanoe now disclose : 

Arise, thou Judge of all the Earth, and crush thy haughty foes 

Or, let us suppose the day’s work nearly dqpe, and that the children, 
ere they depart from the factory, rejoice in the following : — 

“ Oh, for that city fair and bright 
Which shall not pass away ! 

The glory of the Lord its light. 

The Lamb its sunless day I 

** Whose gates are peari : whose streets are gold ; 

Whose wall of jaspers stands 

On precious stones of worth untold, 

Raised not by mortal hands.’' 

Here are hopes and yearnings ! Here words, which, dropping 
“by permission” from the pale lips of half-clothed, ill-fed, over- 
tasked childhood, should fall like fire upon the heart of avarice ! 
Here is the subtlest, the most withering poison for worldly selfish- 
ness, unconsciously extracted by little ones from the gardens of 
Solomon ! The singers are permitted to troll Bible precepts ; and 
lo ! to the taste of Mr. Worldly Wiseman the apples of g(dd are 
changed to burning ashes. How the devil must chuckle at the 
insensibility, the silliness, or hypocrisy, of the men who encourage 
this hymn-and-psalm-singing ; this mockery of misery; this awAil 
satire on worldly want and worldly wrong ! For not a Bible word 
can be sung that is not a weapon drawn at the stony breast of 
human injustice ; not a word that is not a shaft winged from im- 
mortal plumes. 

However, to proceed with the destiny of our Factory Child, no 
longer a thing of infancy. A very, very few years pass over her 
head, and at sixteen, at most, she is probably a wife ; her husband, 
it may be, almost a year older than his spouse. Here is the history 
of her father and mother acted over again by her miserable help- 
mate and herself ; a generation of the same puny, stimted race ; the 
same supply of infant bones and sinews for the Moloch engine ; the 
same privations ; the same weariness and hopelessness of condition ; 
— again, the same early wedlock ; again, the same weak and pallid 
progeny. 

And is there no remedy for this? Are the triumphs of man’s 
intellect, as manifested in his subjugation and direction of the 
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elements, only to benefit the few to the harder bondage of the many ? 
Is steam to be a ruthless giant, crushing and grinding the bones of 
the helpless ? or a beneficent agent, ministering to the wants of the 
wide family of man, and, by doing his behests, giving him golden 
leisure, by which he may refine his nature, seeking to know its pur- 
pose and its end 7 We can imagine that we hear the derisive 
laughter of the worldlings at this query, — this question for a college 
in Utopia : we can see the contempt curling their lips at the silly 
question — the raving worthy of Bedlam ! 

Will it always be thus?’* thought we, as we passed various 
factories in gloomy Manchester, and saw the miserable, dwarfish 
race of men and women, the more miserable children, leaving their 
work, spent, wearied, heartsick, for their squalid homes. 

“WiU it always be thus?” we repeated; “or is the present 
generation doomed to work out the fearful crisis ? a brighter day 
dawning for the unborn poor. Is the present race only sentenced 
to travel hungry through the wilderness, the land of promise being 
the inheritance of the generation to come ? Are the children of the 
future men to enjoy the oil and honey, locusts being the hard fare 
of the present times ? — Will it,” again we asked, “ will it always 
be thus?” 

As we sat, with half-closed eyes, nodding at the inn fire, a great 
event took place. Suddenly, all human labour was performed by 
steam. There was no employment for the hands of the multitude, 
the machines being the sacred property of a few ; who, thus pos- 
sessing the ready means of every enjoyment, were masters of the 
world. All Manchester was as a city smitten with the plague. 
Men became as howling beasts : grass grew at the threshold of the 
factory, and the owl hooted from the market-place. Desolation 
reigned throughout the land ; yet was it told to men that the noblest 
triumph achieved by human wit — the greatest discovery that could 
glorify the human mind—had even then been manifested upon the 
earth. This was said, and men stared with glassy eyes, and laughed 
the laugh of idiocy. They pointed to the pinched cheeks of their 
children ; to the haggard features of their wives ; whilst the suckling 
wailed at the dry breast of its mother. 

Still there were some who bade men be patient ; who preached to 
them of a new birth ; of the advent of a creature that, however 
hideous in its mien, and cruel in its acts, would be the champion of 
the rights of men; the benevolent dispenser of the fruits of the 
earth ; the giver of all good things beneficently sent for human use. 
Thus ran the tale, but men cursed the tiling for a monster — 
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a demon — fiend that laughed at the hunger of the poor ; that 
slumbered to the music of their groans. He had snatched the bread 
from millions that it might be nought with the few ! It was thus 
that men, with the consuming fire of famine at their hearts, pictured 
their believed destroyer. 

At length, casting away his guise of terror, this much-cursed 
power revealed itself in its true form and looks to men. What 
graciousness was in its aspect— what benevolence, what music flowed 
from its lips ! Science was heard, and the savage hearts of men were 
melted ; the scales fell from their eyes ; a new life thrilled through 
their veins ; their apprehensions were ennobled ; and, as Science 
spoke, the multitudes knelt in love and in obedience : — 

“The evils done — the sufferings inflicted upon man — were in- 
evitable, nay, necessary, to my present condition. As, however, man 
has sacrificed to my childhood, so in the maturity of my strength, 
shall the family of man be gladdened with my bounty. 1 seemed 
to plan for the few, to the dismay and wretchedness of the many ; 
and for a time it could not be otherwise, the few were gorged, and 
the multitude famished. Now, can Science, in the fulness of its 
power, achieve nearly all the work of men ; Science has then no 
longer a few task-masters, but labours for the human race. Hence- 
forth, want and toil, and the injustice which they foster, shall disap- 
pear from the land ; and knowledge and peaceful thoughts, the fruit 
of innocent leisure, dignify and soften God’s own image." 

A heavy step across the floor startled us, and destroyed the vision : 
it was the tread of a commeroial traveller, who had stalked to the 
bell to give notice of his wants, — a sixth glass of brandy-and-water. 

“ So I see, sir, by the paper," said he, “ that they’re going to 
meddle with the factory children again : for my part, I always think 
things are better as they are." 

And the commercial traveller spoke the smug philosophy of the 
breeches’ pocket ; the comfortable, cosey creed of good men who 
have never cut a throat, or dishonoured a bill. 

But things cannot be as they are : Science may not turn Seven - 
Dials into the garden of the Hesperides; nor do we look that it 
should make Holy well-street flow with milk and honey ; — but the 
time is approaching when, by its wise and bounteous nature, the 
wrongs at this moment eating like ulcers in the social body, will be 
classed with the cruelties of by-gone ages. Another generation, and 
they who insist on the necessity of the condition of the nine years 
old Factory Child of our day, will take their places with the admirers 
of thumbscrews, — the champions of the social value of the steel-boot- 
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By me they it now mto the city. 

Damiki TtAviktri. 
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BY LEIGH HUNT. 


The Conductor is a careless-dressing, subordinate, predominant, 
miscellaneous, newlj-in vented personage, of the stable-breed order, 
whose occupation consists in eternally dancing through the air on a 
squalid bit of wood, twelve inches by nine ; letting people in and out 
of the great oblong box called an omnibus ; and occasionally holding 
up his hand, and vociferating the name of some remote locality. He 
has of late been gifted with a badge, which classifies the otherwise 
“promiscuous” appearance of his “set-out;” and in some districts 
they have put him into livery, which, though it raises him in the 
scale of neatness, and, perhaps, of civility, wonderfully lowers his 
aspect in that of independence, and conspires to turn the badge of 
ofiSce into an aggravated mark of servitude. Neither is it so pic- 
turesque as the careless freedom of his slops. However, this is not 
the case with the tribe in general ; the character of whose habili- 
ments varies and descends through all the grades of decency and 
slovenliness, from those of the man behind the counter in a booking- 
ofiice, down to the shocking-bad-hatted vagabond who has been 
ejected from nine stable-yards, and who fights, drinks, and frightens 
old ladies, on every public-house pavement that will endure him. 
And our friend’s manners are generally decent, or otherwise, accord- 
ingly. In some rare instances, he takes to being excessively proper 
and well-bred ; manifests a respectful zeal for “ the ladies” in 
general, and a special and consolatory patience towards the rheu- 
matism of ascending and descending old gentleman ; calls the 
little girl a “ pretty dear ;” is thought a “ pretty man” himself by 
the “ young woman,” especially if he is fresh coloured ; nay, in 
the difiusive benignity of his self respect, has been known to say 
“sir,” to the driver (usually his inferior in rank); and was once 
observed, during an “ afiection of the chest,” or “ slight pulmonary 
attack” (for so undoubtedly he would have called it), to turn his 
face aside with touching consideration, and cough elegantly into his 
pocket-handkerchief. 

£ B 
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But these are niceties peculiar to the bom geniuses of aspiring 
servitude, and not to be expected from the fraternity at large ; who 
(to do justice to the robustness with which they grapple with their 
lot) seem to think as little of their own coughs, as they do of those 
of the most venerable and expectorating of matrons, whom they urge 
to ascend the steps with, “ Now, Ma’am, if you please ; — my cattle’s 
a waiting ; — ^bless’d if some on us do n’t catch cold this here shiny 
night.” It takes a rain such as infuriates the gutters, and sweeps 
the street clean of passengers, to make a stoic of this sort put on his 
oil -skin cape. 

The other most noticeable varieties of the class are a half-civil, 
half-sulky fellow, who surprises you with his alternate good conduct 
and impertinence, and who is most probably a discarded gentleman’s 
coachman; second, a singularly staid individual, who is either a 
proprietor, oi one that professes to have seen better days, and who is 
thought quite a gentleman by his brethren because he uses ** fine 
words,” and does indeed set them a good example (he has generally 
been an imprudent and, probably, eccentric small tradesman) ; third, 
a hoy with a weak but not iU-natured face, who gets drunk, and 
whom it may truly be said to make the heart bleed to look at ; 
fourth, another sort of boy between jovial and steady, who gives you 
a very doubtful satisfaction between your fears for him of a like sort, 
and regard for the promising manliness of his character ; and fifth 
and last, a third sort of boy, a most self-possessed, precocious, and 
disagreeable young gentleman, who stands on his step with all the 
experienced airs of a man of forty, fubbed Uf with neckcloth and 
“ all that,” making signs right and left of him with lifted finger and 
an expression of face between energy and indifference, and shouting, 
in a voice not yet out of its teens, ” Bank ! Bank ! Stee ! Stee ! 
(City) Why-chapool! (Whitechapel.)” He is probably son or 
nephew of a proprietor ; is, therefore, too grand and highly con- 
nected to be over-civil ; “can’/ do" this and that “coz its contrary 
to reg’lations forgets change, however, and other trifling regu- 
larities of that sort, because he piques himself on being as knowing 
as Jem Biggs ; makes pretensions to an intimacy with ” the gals;" 
has a face prematurely big and fiorid with gin and beefsteaks ; and 
is in a fair way, poor fellow ! by the time he is thirty, to find himself 
older than he wishes, and to know no pleasure in life greater than 
damning those who pretend to see any. [The reader must pardon 
us a very grave bit of ebullition at this portrait ; and therefore we 
say, — For God’s sake, oh, you fathers everywhere ! do not bring up 
your sons to be hypocritical, or uninformed, or effeminate, or solemn 
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asses ; bat do, bj every effort under the sun, hinder them, if you can, 
from taking any step in life, whether behind an omnibus, or on the 
lofty coach-box of Sir Pimpleton FiUy, which shall make them fancy 
themselves arrived at that most stupid of all wise^acre-isms , — that 
most limited and accursed of all ignorances, ’yclept a ** thorough 
knowledge of the world.” You might as well put them prone before 
a hog-trough, and bid them take it for sun, moon, and stars,] 

To return to our Conductor in the aggregate^ who has his real 
knowledge, for he knows that the mannikin just mentioned is a sim- 
pleton. You may see his class, with its rain^dress on, depicted in 
the figure at the head of this article. He is a good average specimen 
of his tribe ; civil or impudent, as the case may happen ; civil in 
general, because it is his interest, and he is not a bad sort of chap 
in the main ; is playful with his fellows at alehouse doors, — that is, 
knocks their hats off into the mud, and picks up his own with no 
more oaths than become him ; has not had a black eye since last 
Bartlemy-tide ; has a regard for the good woman that gets his hot 
supper ready every night, and only wishes she wouldn’t talk such 
nonsense about Fan Summers; spends half his time in getting 
health with air and exercise, and half in undoing it with beer and 
gin ; longs for a fine morning and a wet evening, because the 
former tempts people out, and the latter ** nabs 'em in has no 
sabbaths, nor holydays (think of this when you want an excuse for 
him); ingeniously throws the responsibility of unlawfulness upon 
his passengers, for choosing, of their ** own free wiU,” to admit two 
more “ ladies” beyond the number (two market-girls of his ac- 
quaintance) ; thinks every other Conductor in the wrong for trying 
to get before him or lure away his fares, but himself not at all so; 
wo’nt keep your promised seat a minute if a last fare presents 
itself ; and can’t procure a candle any how if you have dropped a 
shilling in the straw ; yet will detain you all half-an-hour to battle 
with some sneaking feUow that rates the fare at half what it is ; and 
if he has dropped a sixpence himself, has a light forthcoming imme- 
diately : gives “ a ride” to some favourite crony, or young woman, 
or ** young gentleman,” t. e. little boy, of the neighbourhood, who 
chats with him, and proclaims his merits to the family ; gets into 
the omnibus on bad nights, if there is room ; pretends sometimes 
that you call him when you do not, and will stop the vehicle, and 
come running to you, in order to aggravate the chance of your 
getting in ; conducts it as slowly as possible if he has few passen- 
gers, and as fast as Bill Vickers will tempt him to race, if otherwise 
(the driver and he being generally of one accord in these matters) ; 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



196 


THE CONDUCTOR. 


closes the door with wonderful softness, considering his energy 
(having once chopped off a joint of a child’s finger) ; cries out 
“ Hold hard!" whenever the omnibus is to halt, as if coachmen were 
in the habit of holding soft; is always going to the direct place 
you speak of, especially if he sees the speaker to be a delicatish sort 
of female who cannot well contest a point, and then “ never thought 
such a thing” as that she said Kennington and not Kensington, or 
that she didn’t know there was a mile>and a-half to walk to the 
“ Goat and Boots is livelier after dinner than before, for a reason 
equally well known to diners at “ The Black Horse” and at Bel- 
lamy’s ; has a nice remembrance of a sixpence owing, and as relish- 
ing a forgetfulness of a lost parcel containing a lobster ; is never so 
happy (except in sitting down to supper) as when he has got his 
omnibus too full, and has just succeeded in getting a payment over 
much, or in compassing some other such pleasing wrong as rewards 
“honesty in general;” upon which, he mounts the steps with a 
more than ordinary vivacity, triumphantly cries out, “ All right !” 
and so goes dancing on his bit of wood aforesaid, cheating, and to cheat. 

Consider his temptations. Think of the series of “ small fares,” 
— of “ waifs and strays,” — of inexperienced young passengers, — of 
the constant unhealthy moral tendency to the secretion of sixpences. 
Consider, also, how hard some people are upon him in their expecta- 
tions, and that he is not always responsible for the first causes of 
dissatisfaction. It has been complained of late in the newspapers, 
that omnibuses behave very ill in allowing the words “Oxford 
Street” and “ Piccadilly” to be written upon them, when they do 
not “ go up” those streets, but only “ touch” at them. And the 
aggravation is, that when you state the fact to the Conductor, and 
are giving the most indisputable and indignant evidence that you 
have farther to go that way, and shall be compeUed to walk it, he, 
the Conductor, instead of having a strong sympathy with your 
knee-pans, coolly tells you, that “ Oxford Street is right afore you, 
and a cab no great way up ;” adding, in a loud voice, and in the 
most unthinking manner, “ All right ; — go along, Bill !” 

Now really, in the first place (granting, as we are bound to do 
in the ignorance of the reverse, that the complainant, in this instance, 
never misled a person in his life, even so much as in the price of a 
“real Havannah,” or “ right-arnest jambee”) — here, in the first 
place, we say, is a highly respectable set of men, proprietors, as well- 
dressed people as go, and qualified to keep many gigs, who are the 
cause why the word “ Oxford Street” or “ Piccadilly” is put upon 
omnibuses which only touch at those places; and we must sajs that 
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the moral character of their clothes is in no sort of way injured by 
any inconsistency of conduct so far ; for the “ Oxford Street” or 
“ Piccadilly” no more implies that you are to be carried up those 
places as well as io them, than ** Watford” or ” Barnet” on a coach 
means that you are to stop for good in those towns, or have more 
done for you than just to be deposited in them, to find your way 
into your own quarter as you may be able. It would be an incon- 
venience to the public not to have the words ” Oxfoid Street” put 
upon such omnibuses ; but the logical deduction from them is for the 
seer’s own wits, and if he translates place into passage, the fault lies 
with himself. We wish our scape-grace friend the Conductor was 
never more in fault than on such an occasion ; nay, we must take 
leave to think, that it is very considerate of him, and a sort of re- 
turning good for evil, to answer the gentleman’s indignation with 
a reference to a cab, and with a philosophic hurrying away from dis- 
pute in that bland direction to the driver, “ Go along. Bill.” 

Far be it from us to say any thing in defence of the positive 
outrages we occasionly read of, perpetrated by such of the tribe as 
make the rest of them shake their heads, and wonder how Dick or 
George could be such a “ ruffin.” 

” But its always of afternoons, you see, sir ; and when the 
drink’s in, the wit’s out ; and Dick was never a right man since he 
took to Bet Ogle ; and gentlemen, you see, sir, though they be in 
the right, is sometimes wery aggrawating; and Dick looks upon 
his-self as a bit of a gentleman, too, cause he *s newy of a lady as 
has got a buss of her own.” 

Well, we sha ’n’t stand by him for all that, not even for the sake 
of Bet; — no more than we should by the Marquis of Whatafioor, 
or Sir Dogberry Finish. We give up 'all committers of outrages, of 
whatever grade, — lord, commoner, or Conductor; but yet we are 
not to hate all lords on that account, nor all commoners, nor all 
Conductors. ” Fair play ’s a jewel ;” and this is what we shall 
insist upon, from and towards all men, not excepting the out- 
rageously virtuous,” — by no means the least provoking description 
of people, especiaUy when they shut their eyes to vice with cham- 
pagne in its head, and open them like saucers to the iniquities of 
the gin-drinking. 

Now, as the public are in the habit of hearing so much said 
against Conductors, and the present is the first instance we are aware 
of in which an impartial consideration of their case has been humbly 
recommended, we shall proceed to observe, as to ” minor points,” — 
to things “ tolerable and not to be endured,” — that gentlemen^ as 
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well as conductors, are sometimes “ very aggravating,” and that 
conductors witness a great deal of bad example and selfishness on 
the part of those whom they conduct ; as, imprimis, in — 

Swearing gentlemen (for we observe it is always accounted a 
very bad thing, if conductors swear). 

Drinking gentlemen (very frequent in omnibuses of a night-time). 

“ Gentlemen” who drop sovereigns they never had, in the straw. 

Gentlemen who ** never dreamt that the fare was a shilling,” 
fmd will stand lying about it, and haggling, for half-an-hour. 

Insolent and ill-tempered gentlemen, who sit with their feet 
thrust out before the door, to the stumbling of those that enter it. 

Impatient aud astonished gentlemen, who are no sooner seated 
tlian they complain of the shameful delay of omnibuses, and threaten 
to get out (themselves having kept it waiting a hundred times). 

Gentlemen, who have had a “ ride” from the place of setting 
out to the first place of stopping, and then avail themselves of the 
first minute past the time, to get out; and so have their ride for 
nothing. 

Fat gentlemen, who take up three ” rooms,” and grudge their 
sixpence from Mile End to Paddington. 

Thin gentlemen who authoritatively call the omnibus in full 
career, and then decline entering it because of three fat ones. 

Gentlemen, who hate passion and vulgarity to such a degree in 
Conductors, that they storm and rave at the least show of imper- 
tinence in a man who is tired to death, and lavish upon him the 
highly ameliorating information that he is a ** damned blackguard.” 

Gentlemen, who are indignant if other gentlemen — nay, gentle- 
women — are suffered to come into the omnibus when it is full, 
though the night be ever so frightful ; justice and the “ regulations” 
being superior to all consideration of cold- catching, fevers, fatigues, 
childhoods, womanhoods, and every other hood but their own delight- 
ful manhood, which, perhaps, was accommodated with the very piece 
of illegality to which they object in the case of others. We have 
seen it. 

Gentlemen (and gentlewomen analagous to those gentlemen) 
who, having come all the way from Blowbladder Lane for sixpence, 
wonder ” what the man means” by taking them ten doors beyond 
their own, and not setting them down at the identical spot, right 
opposite the knocker, and elegantly shaving the curbstone. 

Gentlwoman, Hoity, toity ! Where is he going ? Stop, stop ! 
— Stopt I tell you. 
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Conductor, Hold hard ! — Beg pardon, ma’am ; only a few doors 
down. 

Genilew, A few doors ! There’s a dozen, if there’s one. Why 
do n’t you back ? Do you think I am to get out and walk aU that 
way in the mud ? 

Cond, Backing’s wery bad for the horses, ma’am, jist by this 
here place, but the pavement’s quite neat and genteel. 

Genilew, Horses ! And what’s to become of my shoes, I should 
be glad to know, — and my gownd^ — eh, you sir ? 

Cond, Lord love ye, ma’am ! the ground aint wet, no more than 
a widow’s eye. 

Genilew, Don’t widow me, feller! I’m no widow, but Mrs. 
Blenkinsop; you know me well enough; and if you don’t back 
directly. I’ll complain at the office. 

Passengers t interfering. It really is not very wet, ma’am, and we 
are all kept waiting. 

Genilew, Have I paid my money, or have I not? And if I 
have, have n’t I a right to be set down at my own door. It’s only 
the fellow’s insolence : he does it to spite me : — I saw him smiling 
to-day as I got in. 

Cond. Shall 1 call a cab, ma’am ? 

Gentkw. (turning round from the window triumphantly.) There, 
you see it ’s nothing but the fellow’s imperence I Here I let me 
out ! Oh, you shall suffer for this, my man ! Pm not the person 
to be imposed upon, whatsomdever other ladies and gentlemen may 
choose. {^Exit the “fat, fair, and forty’’ Blenkinsop.'] A very 
pleasing combination of efs, but not in her case. How delightful, 
as she looked out of the window, to be able not to touch her I How 
different from the charming creature that was let down a few minutes 
before, and who sat on one’s knee that she might make room for the 
&t publican 1 

“ Who is mighty Mistress Blenkinsopp, pray ?’’ inquires a pas- 
senger sitting next the door. 

Cond, Wife of a gentleman in the pork and sausage line, sir, as 
has taken a coimtry-boz up here in Pig Hill Row. She’s a fine 
madam, she is. 

Pass. A good deal of money, I suppose ? 

Cond. A mint, sir ; and has everything her own way, Sundays 
and all, when her husband comes down (the only day o’ the week) 
and brings a friend to interduce him. 

Pass. To introduce him ? 

Cond, Yes, sir, to dine and make the a’temoon pass comfortable- 
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like, with his rum-and- water, and all that, and save him from a 
having his nose chucked in his face ! 

Pass, His nose chucked in his face ! 

Cond, Aj, sir, his defects like, and his dt-wargencies from what 
she thinks proper. I’ve heerd our governor’s foreman teU all about it, 
and make missus laugh till you might hear the glasses ring in the bar. 

Pass, She seems no very wise person herself, however. 

Cond, Why, you see, sir, when people has had no edication, and 
yet got a nat’ral cunning like, and amed a sight of money, they 
thinks there nothing in the world comparable with their own 
selves ; and so gets a huffing and making fools of theirselves, till the 
bigger they look the littler they’re thought on. 

Oh ’faith, your Conductor sees a great deal of the world, and if 
he has brain enough not to become a blackguard, turns out no mean 
bit of a sage. 

Mores hominum multorum vidit, et urbii/* 

Much of mankind he sees, and much of city, 

And thus, though ungrammatical, grows witty. 

Really (to avail ourselves of the philosophic temper of the age, and 
speak boldly out), we know few objects more respectable, considering 
what temptations he must surmount in the way of little sixpences 
and long scores, than a good, civil, reasonably honest, intelligent, 
ungrammatical, father-of-a-family sort of Omnibus- Conductor, who 
wears dirty brown gloves, or worsted, and has a worsted handker- 
chief round his neck in bad weather (put by his wife), and so stands 
placidly on his step, 

** Collected in himself, and whole.*’ 

alternately intimating Bank and Mile End to foot-passengers, and 
discussing some point of life and manners with the gentleman next 
the door. We have no disrespect for his badge ; we are grave with 
his aspirations, whether in morals or on the letter a ; our eyes are 
willing, as he there stands, to grow intensely intimate with his waist- 
coat, and rejoice to see how well his wife has mended the buttons. 
He has had all those experiences of right and wrong, both in himself 
and others, which, where there is no innate disposition to petty 
larceny or a mere absorption in ** number one,” produce, as the poet 
phrases it, “ the philosophic mind and provided you treat him 
with a decent civility (which the “indignant” and “ Police !- 
shouting” may depend upon it is a pretty sure way of getting civility 
from all his tribe), “ nothing can touch him further,” but the gentle- 
man who has left his sixpence in his “ other waistcoat.” 
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— I confess, i*". js my nature’s p ague 
To apv inio abuses ; and ofc, ri.y jealousy 
S'.apes fiu'ts tr.at are not. 

Oi«*i. o 
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BY DOUGLAS JERROLD. 


“ My opinion is,” 

—(And here we solicit of the reader his most respectful attention 
to the opinion of Viscount Melbourne, Prime Minister, as expressed 
in the House of Lords, in the second year of the reign of the virgin 
Victoria.) 

“My opinion is, let a man’s understanding be as bright as it 
may; let a man’s genius be what it may ; that profession (t. e., the 
profession of the law) does little else but cramp the understanding, 
and fetter the mental faculties ; and that almost universally.” To 
this, the chronicler of the speech adds, “ great laughter.”* 

If we believe in Lord Melbourne, we must be visited with throes 
of pity for all lords-chief-justices past and to come ; all judges, 
sergeants, barristers; — we must, through our tears, behold them 
dwarfed, distorted, manacled. The shining, constant lights of th< 
courts, are no other than jack-o’-lanterns; the upright pillars of 
the law are pillars lamentably twisted ! 

When we shall henceforth read the names of victims called to 
the bar, we shall look upon the sufferers as doomed men ; individuals 
sentenced to an inevitable decrease of understanding; to a daily 
discipline that crooks their finest wits ; to an atmosphere that dims 
and tarnishes the brightest capabilities. They have, however, this 
consolatory refiectiori, that, with all these manifest disadvantages, 
they are the chosen and appointed best advisers of their fellows : 
that though their understanding be “cramped,” it is the distorted 
Mentor to the minds of others ; that though their mental faculties 
be in gyves, they are, for that reason, the surest steps to the fettered 
capacities of their fellow subjects. 

Now, if this be the inevitable condition of men disposed to study 
the transcendant beauties of the law, what must be the hapless state 
of the wretched individual self-doomed to ponder on its deformities ? 

* See Lord Melbourne’s Speech on the Canada Government Act Declara- 
tory Bill,” August 10, 1838. 

c c 
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If a coHiioon sergeant be, in fact, not a common sergeant, but, like 
Stephano, “ a cramp,** what are we to hope for in a Common Informer? 
But the dismal effect of his studies is too apparent in his face. 

The Common Informer combines in his visage the offensive 
acuteness of a sharp-practising attorney, with the restlessness of an 
illegal pickpocket : we have seen a Common Informer with a face 
that reminded us of a shaven ferret. We have read what we think 
may be adduced as good reason for this. 

Babies feeding at the breast, and gazing up at the face of the 
parent, are said to become endowed with a resemblance of the mother ; 
the Common Informer, with his eyes constantly fixed on the flaws 
and crookednesses of the statutes, and feeding upon them, contracts 
in his features an habitual sharpness and wary meanness of ex- 
pression ; a sort of hungry half-sagacity, illustrative of his be- 
loved studies. The Common Informer is, in fact, the child, the 
lawful offspring of the silly, the bungling, and the bigoted legis- 
lator: hence, the Most Noble the Marquis of niay, and know 

it not, be the legislative father of a Johnson and a Byers, If 
Common Informers have a patron saint, sure we are it must be 
Saint Stephen. 

But, it shall be opposed, the Common Informer may be an in- 
jured goodness, a real benevolence under a cloud of odium ; inas- 
much as his labours, suspected and despised as they always are, 
may, in many instances, enforce the working out of legislative 
wisdom, and thus ensure to society the blessings of parliamentary 
philanthrophy. Ail praise to the Common Informer when such is 
his design I He is then, indeed, a moral presence, — a philosophic 
goodness toiling under a bad name. Great, indeed, is his character ; 
noble his purpose, contemplated by this light: and yet, unhappily, 
we cannot call to our recollection the names of any illustrious In- 
formers who, with valuable eccentricity, have worked for the public 
good in the abstract, w'here half the imposed fine did not reverl to 
themselves in the concrete. 

The reader may have seen a large and very handsome vehicle that 
at certain times departs from Bow Street Police-office to the county 
gaol, its inside passengers men and women who have sinned on the 
wrong side of the statutes. It is but a few days since, that a 
celebiiited informer laid an information against the servants of our 
maiden queen idr h iving failed to emblazon her initials on the vehicle, 
and thereby having exposed their gracious mistress to the fatal 
visitation of a fine. But queens are seldom caught tripping; and, 
by some means, we arc happy to state that Her Majesty escaped the 
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stem sense of justice animating the bosom of the Informer, though 
we have felt it due to him to chronicle the circumstance, as displaying 
the virtuous boldness of his character. The Common Informer so 
generally confines himself to the healthful castigation of the poor, 
that he is assuredly an Informer very far from the common who has 
the moral courage to make known the peccadillo of a queen. 

The Common Informer is the offspring of the laws ; he is en- 
gendered in every statute, like weevil in biscuit. A beautiful law 
is budding; the whole country wears a face of gladness at the 
announced promise of the “ bright, consummate flow’r” that is to 
fill the earth with the fragance of justice : unhappily, after even 
the tending of six hundred and fifty-eight gardeners, with the after- 
care of two or three hundred more, the canker is in the bud, — the 
Informer-worm that makes it worthless ! 

'T’HE NEW ACT; with Remarks, Explanations, and 

^ Elucidations on and of its Purposes and Operation. By Machiavel 
ZioxAO, Esq., of the Inner Temple.” 

Now, were Democritus on earth, and read he the above notice, 
— an every-day advertisement, — would he not crow like a cock with 
laughter? Were it brought to old Diogenes, coiled up in his tub, 
would he not shake his sides, making his hogshead musical with the 
vibration of his merriment? Here is an act, — a law passed, in- 
volving the most beneficial changes in our social state ; a statute 
whose objects apply to the most vital interests of all men ; here it 
is, so exquisitely huddled up ; so learnedly disguised in its most 
serious provisions ; so writ and overwrit in Gothic jargon ! so cun- 
ningly parodied from the common sense of life into the conventional 
nonsense of the law, — that to have ravelled out the ’tangled skein, to 
have picked the ten grains of wheat from the imperial parliament 
bushel of chaff, is, on the part of the hitherto unknown Ma- 
chiavel Zigzag, Barrister, sufficient to found for him a considerable 
reputation for natural and legal sagacity. And yet this “ new act,** 
— this riddle so happily solved by Zigzag, — is, in the bounteous 
spirit of justice, to be applied to the lowliest and rr.ost illiterate. 
“ Ignorantia legis, non excusai culpam,*' runs the law adage : not 
to have known the law is to be no excuse for breaking it ; a precept 
practically exemplified hundreds of times at Tyburn ; an adage often 
illustrated before the London sheriffs and a Christian clergyman in 
the Old Bailey at eight in the morning. 

It would be thought a droll whim on the part of a doctor who 
should persist in writing directions on pill-boxes and bottle -labels in 
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nothing but Japanese ; whilst he should gravely meet the complaiitts 
of his patients, by informing them, that they must apply to a pundit 
learned in Japanese to make known to them how many boluses they 
should take night and morning ; how many, and at what intervals, 
spoonfuls of the draughts. And yet this is precisely the custom of 
legislative doctors who prescribe for our social health : they write 
what is allowed and what is disallowed, not in their mother tongue, 
but in a certain patois of Japanese, and send us to the pundit attorney 
for the literal translation. Nor are there two sages who interpret 
the text alike. 

Members of parliament have declared of their own acts, that they 
contained not flaws, but gaps wide enough for them, in familiar 
metaphor, “ to drive a coach and four through.” Unfortunately, the 
Tyburn cart, a more melancholy vehicle, has but too often gone 
through the like breach ; the highwayman’s horse galloped through 
the very opening. 

And why have we thus dwelt upon this ancient folly, — this 
grim absurdity of our law-makers ? Simply, that it is to their love of 
the obscure — to their admiration of the dim twilight of sense, in 
preference to the broad daylight of truth — that we owe nearly all the 
labours of the Common Informer. He is the child of legislative mystery, 
the base-born of bigoted old custom and Madam Double-meaning, 
and wears in his rascal looks the bend- sinister that declares his origin. 

The Common Informer walks not in high life. Portland Square 
is to him a desert — an Arabia Petrea : he can gain nothing from 
looking in at “ Grillon’s” or “ The London Hotel no, he eschews 
Albemarle Street, and snuffs his prey afar in the City Road — in 
the Borough. His quarry is at some “ Goat and Compasses” in an 
alley — some “Bag o’Nails” in a back street: for there he has had 
good intelligence of social iniquity ; there, at both hostelries, the 
landlords have — music ! 

There cannot be the slightest doubt that the devil was the in- 
ventor of the fiddle, with other harmonious instruments, constructed 
questionless with the diabolical purpose of leading all mankind by 
the ears to their destruction. Such must be the origin of the violin 
— the fiend-begotten fife — the satanic clarionet; or, wherefore do 
our enlightened legislators hold them in such abhorrence, — ^why are 
they things forbidden to the lowly vulgar ? Why, unless licensed, may 
they not discourse sweet sounds in the smoky, sanded parlour of 
“ The Jolly Cocks?” Why is a piano an infernal machine, and a man 
in a threadbare coat, playing and singing to its discord, a flagrant 
law-breaker ? We know not why ; but the acute and intelligent 
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Common Informer knows that he is, and therefore the landlord of 
“ The Jolly Cocks” must, with money, make good the broken statute. 
This is the wide field, the fertile plain, thrown open by the legis- 
lature, for, what would seem, the express benefit of the Common 
Informer ; and he shows his thankfulness to his masters by reaping 
therefrom a goodly harvest. 

The author of “ Ion” sings : — 

** The coarsest reed that trembles in the marsh. 

If heaven select it for its instrument, 

May cast celestial music on the breeze, 

As sweetly as the pipe whose virgin gold 
Befits the lip of Phoebus/' 

Now this, though poetically beautiful, is socially untrue. What ! 
are the pandseans at the aforesaid “ Jolly Cocks” — the reeds se- 
lected for blithe harmony — no less worthy than the flute of Nicholson 
playing solo at the party of Lady Mary ? Shall the harp of the 
street minstrel, who has begged himself into the parlour, or, 
perhaps, the tap- room, of the plebeian alehouse, vibrate with sound 
as innocent as the guitar of Giulio Regondi ? Can they who drink 
from pewter listen and not be lost ? The Common Informer, in- 
structed by the wisdom of the legislature, protects the morals of the 
gin and porter-drinking classes, and visits with a fine the sinful host 
of “ The Jolly Cocks.” This, therefore, is clear, — it is the place 
that dignifies the fiddle, not the fiddle the place. Apollo, with his 
pipe of virgin gold, at “ The Jolly Cocks,” would be a law-breaker ; 
Saint Cecilia, with her lyre, a baggage for the police. If the reader 
doubt this, we beg his particular attention to the next meeting of 
the Middlesex magistrates on licensing day ; when, unless the county 
sages shall have been miraculously enlightened, the reader may 
listen to grave and eloquent discourse on the iniquity of public-house 
music ; Uie social danger of a fiddle in a tea-garden ; the revolu- 
tionary principles latent in a country dance at Bagnigge Wells. We 
well remember the patriotic indignation of a Middlesex Rhadaman- 
thus last autumn : — An impudent varlet, landlord of a Pimlico inn, 
applied for a license for a fiddle. “What!” exclaimed the justice, 
and his ears seemed to shoot up higher than the ears of magisterial 
man with wonder; “What! music at. Pimlico! under the very 
nose of the palace !” A shudder ran along the bench, and the 
license was refused. Now, is not the Common Informer the especial 
favourite, the hireling pet of such wise worships ? 

Every ignorant restraint on the innocent enjoyments of the poor 
is an 'encouragement to the alacrity of the Informer. The mechanic 
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and artisan, who love music, may not enjoy the refinement unless 
they seek a house licensed for sweet sounds. They may sot and 
sodden themselves with potations, destructive of their pockets, their 
peace, and health ; for every hogshead 

“ Touch’d by the Midas finger of the state, 

Drips gold 

but for a gratification, at once the purest and most delightful, that 
cannot be made a very important matter of revenue, and is, there- 
fore, held as naught. Drunkenness is an exchequer virtue — music 
and dancing unprofitable follies. 

True it is that the legislature sometimes blushes for the extraor- 
dinary activity of a hronze-browed child, the Informer ; a grateful 
truth made manifest by the half-remorse of the government when it 
remits a fine in whole or part. Conscience-stricken by the unjust 
results of its deliberative wisdom, it gives entirely up, or pays back a 
portion of the mulct ; and thus, in its better knowledge, avouches its 
former ignorance. The Exchequer and Somerset House have their 
qualms, and, on some rare occasions, exhibit proper penitence. 

Bentham has declared the functions of the Common Informer to 
be most honourable : in truth, Cato, with his sour face and bare 
feet, might have plied the trade, gaining a civic wreath for the 
energy and utility of his practice ; but then, he must have laboured 
under wise and equal laws. Would it have been permitted to his 
character to pass the marble mansions of Chance, where the dice 
dispose of thousands, to sneak into the smoky back-parlour of a 
public- house, where Giles and Roger play at dominoes for a groat ? 
The Informer may be the especial retainer of Justice — the beneficent 
champion of her wisdom ; but then, changing her name to Law, the 
spinster must not play such Jezebel vagaries with the many, to the 
arrogance of the few. W^hen Justice takes ofiT her bandage , and 
sitting down with her goodman Law, makes gins, and nets, and 
traps for the poor and simple, her hireling, the Common Informer, 
falls from his abstract dignity, and becomes as vermin. It is thus, 
too, that ninety-nine times out of the hundred he appears among us ; 
and it is for such reason that nearly all men have a desire to put 
their foot upon him. 

But the Informer, like the leech, sucks in silence ; nay, ofltimes 
prospers best when least beard of. If his denouncing voice be of 
value to himself^ his silence is often no less profitable : he can be 
dumb as oyster, if taciturnity be worth his while, the abuse growing 
and flourishing sub siUntio. 
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Peter Quarts, landlord of “ Tlie Bunch of Grapes,” has a very 
rational understanding with Ebenezer Cannibal, Common Informer ; 
who, by the advantage of such intimacy, calls for what he likes best, 
chucks the barmaid under the chin, promises Mrs. Quarts to be 
godfather to the next boy, — the mother, though intensely hating 
Ebenezer, receiving the offer as a very flattering mark of distinction ; 
indeed, there is at “ The Bunch of Grapes” no such honoured guest 
as Ebenezer Cannibal. And what is the goodly fruit of this ? Why, 
there may be a snug game of cards in the parlour ; the Addle and 
the hautboy have leave to sound ; and more, should a neighbour, 
blessed with prolihc swine, now and then wish to raflOie off a few 
sucking-pigs, the ceremony takes place with not the least fear, on 
the part of Peter Quarts, of an information. 

A very interesting passage in the life of Ebenezer has, it matters 
not how, come to our knowledge ; we vouch for the verity of the 
adventure, which we shall narrate in his own words, printing a letter 
forwarded by Cannibal to a brother Informer: — 

London, May — , 1885. 

“ Deer tom — This kums opin you are Well as it leaves Us at 
present. We are kum to town from a most delicyious trip to 
Chelltenum : can’t say much for the Waters, and the brandy hat the 

Hinn, the was not the best as you and me ave had on the 

coste of Sussecks. However, thank God ! things is turned up well 
on the Ole ; i did the post-shay se touch agin primely. We tooke babby 
with us to give things a colour, my missus looked as delikate as she 
coulde, and, as luck wolde ave it, babby warnt very well. The 
Landlord thought me hinnocent as Milke, and so missus and me 
and gal lived like fltin cocks, and evry day, the old oman and childe 
and gal goes out in a po-shayse for, as i sayde, a hairing. Well, 
the two fust days the landlord gives the poste ticket, and i begun 
to thinke him two downe for Cannibal ; howsumever, as he 
founde out that the chay never went as far as the tumpick, and 
that missus and babby only wanted a short hairing, he drops the 
ticket, and then, * Now 1 has him,’ says 1, * downe as a ammer ! * 
How we did putt bye the Shumpayne that day at dinner. Well, 
tom, so we lives for aboutte six weaks, and God be praist for it, the 
hair did us alle a morte o’ good ; but now the fun’s comin. Six 
Weaks bein gone, the lanlord walkes up one day at brakefast, and 
says, rubbin liis ands, hand smilin like a strete door nocker, * My 
little bill, sir,’ says he ‘ if quite konwenient.’ ‘ To be sure,’ says I, 
brakein a hegg and a winkin at him, * two be sure — the bill.’ ‘ ear 
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it is, sir/ says he. i looks at it, and it mayde my hart beet for joy, 
it was sich a long un. * Wery eye prices ear,* says i, lookin at the 
bill. * it *s a eye hinn,* says the landlord, tryin to kum grand ; 
wherehupon i gets up, and givein him a office look, i says, says i, 
‘ mr. lanlord, do you love your kuntrey ? * ‘ i hope i do,* says he. 

* Then,* says i, ‘ if you ave the buzum of a Patryot, how dare 

you think to rob and swindle his most greyshus mageste, God 
bless him ? * ‘ what do you meene ? * says the lanlord, turnin pailer 

than his nekkloth, — ‘ what do you meene ? * ‘ where *s them tickets, 

the po-chayse, the dooty, eh ? * and i looks at him terrible. * it was 
alle a mistake, sir,* says he. — ‘ can*t help it,’ says i, * the Xize 
prospers on mistakes.* *i trust, sir,* says bonniface, *i*m dealln 
with a gen’Fman*, and then he looks verry dowtful. ‘ you are,* says 
i, ‘ but the hinstytewshuns of the kuntrey must be supported : what*s 
to be kum of the krown, and the establisht Church, and tryal by 
Joory, and aheas korpuss, if there *s no patryotizm — ^if men shirk the 
Xize ? * then he begins to knowe his customer, and says, ‘ well sir, 
you won *t be ard with me ? * * God forbid, says i ; ‘ so i tell you 

what, old fellar, write me a receat for this sixty pound, and, to make 
it all smooth, and us over a bit o* rag for twenty, to take us to lundun 
to our peaceful home.* oh ! tom, you should ave seen how he jumpt ! 
and swore so, missus and babbye was forced to leve the roome. 

* well,* says i, at last, * it *s no matter,* and i makes a fumblin in my 
pocket as if i was goin to take out my pus, * you know the penhal- 
tys,* says i, — and Ithey was swingein, for we had the po-chayse 
often three times a day, — ‘ you know the penhaltys ? * i repeats, 
when he says nothin, but takin out his pocket-book, black in the 
face, raps me outt a twenty, writes a receyte, dams me when he’s on 
the stayrcase for a willainly informer ; when, not chusin to be in- 
sulted in our owne hinn, we packt up our trapps and started for 
towne. i made two pounds out of a farmer on the roade . i askt 
him for a lifte in his cart, made him tak a shillin, and then frighten t 
him with information for carryin passingers in a untaxt weicle. 

** yours, deer tom, till deth. 

** Ebenezer Cannibal.** 

“ P. S. Mugs, the lanlord of the Feythers, rides rusty, and is slo 
with the hush-money ; i* m told he hadde a dance and two fiddlers 
on Fryday, — and in Lent, two, — in his backe parlour. This must 
be seed into.** 

With the above epistle, illustrative of his uses and his purpose, 
we close our essay on the Common Informer. 
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BY MISS WINTER. 


“ It is most vexatious — most distressing I** ejaculated Mr. Burleigli, 
of Effinghame, as he paced up and down his breakfast-room, awaiting 
the appearance of his lady. ** I cannot think of it with toleration !’* 
he continued, as he stopped before the window, commanding a view 
of his own spacious park, and of the distant Frith of Forth, with its 
gocks and islands. Nothing in the view, however, seemed to give 
ease to his troubled spirit ; for, flinging himself into an arm-chair, at 
one end of tlie table, which was loaded with the multifarious luxuries 
of a Scotch breakfast, he resigned himself to gloomy despondency. 
At length the door opened, and Lady Harriet Burleigh entered. 

I do trust, Lady Harriet,** he immediately cried, “ I do trust 
you now see the necessity of parting with the cook ! The dinner 
yesterday was execrably bad.** 

**You have only to make up your mind to give the requisite 
* salary,** replied the lady, with foshionable indifference. 

I have made up my mind. Lady Harriet, provided I can obtain 
a complete history of the man*s training. I will know where he 
began life ; under whom he studied ; and every family in which he 
has since lived,** said Mr. Burleigh, solemnly. 

**Well, here is the document furnished by Chouffleur, Lord 
Dytehland*8 late cook,’* replied Lady Harriet ; ** I told you, a week 
ago, I bad received it.” 

Highly satisfactory, indeed,** said Mr. Burleigh, reading, as he 
sipped his coffee with additional relish. Salary, three hundred 
a-year ; three under-cooks, a separate table, and the exclusive use 
of a gig. Well, well, I agree to this ; I will write and conclude the 
negociation to-day. I must also see about another gardener : our 
fruit is very imperfect. I shall insist on knowing every particular of 
his life, from his apprenticeship upwards. No ignorant bungler shall 
pretend any longer to be the cultivator of my grapes and pines.** 

A silence which ensued was broken by the loud lamentations of 
t^’o childish voices, proceeding from the terrace outside, with a 
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“ruiii.;ng accompaniment” of reprimands from their nurse. “You 
deserved to lose your ball, Miss EUinor,” said this “ cultivator” of 
^Ir. Burleigh's children: “it has fallen over the parapet just to 
punish you for jumping about like a boy, instead of walking like a 
young lady. Hold your tongue. Miss Caroline ; I wo*n*t give you 
back yours, because you only want to lend it to Miss EUinor. You 
are both very naughty girls.” 

Mr. Burleigh raised his eyes from M. Chouffleur's memorial of 
culinary studies, and muttered, “ What a horrid noise those children 
make.” ' 

“ EUinor is getting too old for the nursery,” said Lady Harriet, 
languidly. “ I suppose we must get a governess.” 

“ Very weU — why not? I think you might as weU choose an 
Englishwoman, that the children may not learn to drawl. Write 
to Mrs. Sharp to look out for one in town. The merchants are all 
breaking, and one of their daughters might be had cheap enough, I 
should think. I am sure five and twenty pounds a-year is ample 
for two such children as those.” 

This idea of the “merchants’ daughters” included, in fact, a 
large proportion of those whose fate it is to become governesses ; 
and who are among the greatest sufierers from the monotony and 
solitude of their new condition. They are, however, as likely as 
any other individuals to be qualified, for the task; for, in no case, 
does any one think of inquiring whether a young lady who finds it . 
necessary to “ take a situation as governess ” is capable of educating 
successfully; neither are any pains bestowed on her “training.” 
She has only to say she is competent, and that is usually sufficient : 
she is required to profess and undertake to be universally accom- 
plished. We constantly see advertisements in which a governess is 
required to teach everything. 1‘his being' the fact, there is really 
nothing left for the unfortunate daughters of reduced gentility but 
saying they are able to teach everything. As to the general 
management of children, nobody ever supposes that requires any 
particular knowledge or habitude. It is evident that people think 
young ladies possess an instinctive power to educate ; whereas it is 
a very rare talent, and depends on a peculiar order of sympathies 
and tastes, which require skilful cultivation. There must, therefore, 
necessarily be many inefficient governesses : and the good ones have 
all acquired their art by experience, and after many mistakes ; while 
the indifference of parents as to the qualifications of the e locator of 
their children, in comparison with their anxiety about the cook and 
gardener, is only too frequently like that displayed by Mr. Burleigh. 
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The friend commissioned to **look out'.-, in town, took as. little, 
trouble as possible in. making a choice, and fixed on Miss Villars, . 
the daughter of a merchant suddenly reduced from wealth to utter , 
ruin, because ** she had good connexions, and looked like%a lady." 

Miss Lucy Villars was indeed like a lady, in the best sense of the 
word, but yet was quite unfit to undertake education. Having 
lost her mother early, she had been her father's companion for some 
years, and the delight of the refined society which his cultivated 
taste and high acquirements had collected around him. She had 
received a really fine education, but was not at all accomplished in 
the requisite trivialities ; she had never even been among children, 
and if she had, would never have been a good teacher, having all 
the qualifications for a delightful companiop, bjpt luit ,ior an in- 
structor. To instruct, however, was her fate : she could not remain 
dependent on her father ; nor could she, as if she had been a son, 
instead of a daughter, choose among dili'erent professions that which 
would suit her; nor marry a rich man she did not like, as she 
might have done, and as many do. She had no genius for any of 
the fine arts, and too correct a taste to deceive herself into believing 
she could attain excellence in any of them. She had, therefore, no 
other rek)urce ; and in engaging to educate when, in fact, she was 
unable to fulfil her engagement, she did wrong unconsciously : her 
mind had never been turned to the subject. She was compelled, after 
many disappointments, to take tlus situation in Scotland, her de- 
ficiency in " accomplishments" obliging her to accept a very trifling 
salary. In a few weeks she had gone through the bitter separation 
from her father, accomplished the voyage to Scotland, and alone in a 
post-chaise was rapidly approaching the gates of Effinghame Park. 

The chaise (Lew up at the door of a large and splendid house ; a 
party of gentlemen with their dogs and keepers were lounging in 
the entrance, and three or four servants answered the post-boy’s 
ring. Miss Villars gave her name, and was assisted to alight by 
a footman, who answered to her inquiries, that " my lady was out." 
The gentlemen ofiered her no assistance in settling with the driver, 
or seeing her luggage taken out, but annoyed her by staring ; at the 
same time laughing and talking among themselves as if they did 
not observe her, though, to the w^pered question of one among 
them, she heard the servant reply, " It *8 the governess come, my 
lord." Reaching the entrance- hall, she encountered another party 
playing billiards, and after making her way through, found there 
was some demur as to *• where the governess was to be shevv'i.’' 
She desired to be taken to her own reoin innucdialciy , uiiu vsneu 
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she reached it sank in a chair, in a state of mind more confhsed 
than absolutely painful. She, who had all her life been the object 
of affection, deference, and respect, suddenly foond herself desolate, 
and treated with neglect and absolute rndeness. The change was 
so complete that she scarcely comprehended it; yet, as a quick, 
confident step approached, and a loud tap at the door announced 
Lady Harriet Burleigh, she started to her feet with vexation that 
she should betray her emotion, for she felt that she trembled, and 
that her cheeks were wet with tears. The cold and distant inter- 
view, however, calmed her : feelings of any kind seemed quite out 
of place in the atmosphere of a Lady Harriet. She seems a poor, 
nervous thing," said that lady to herself, as she left the room. I 
wonder Mrs. Sharp did not choose better." Miss Villars spent 
the evening alone, employed in writing to her fiEither; sounds of 
laughter, loud talking, and music sometimes reached her, as doors 
opened and slammed, and the echoes vibrated along the hollow 
stone stair- cases and galleries ; but no one came near her. 

The next day she began her duties with the children ; and here 
a new and unforeseen difficulty arose. It was singular that among 
all the fears she had entertained, that of not being able to manage 
her pupils had never once presented itself to her; but she soon 
found her incapacity. The eldest was haughty and self-willed ; the 
youngest, sensitive and shy ; and she could do nothing with either 
of them. She succeeded no better on further acquaintance. It was 
in vain she tried to discover the mode of interesting them in what 
they learned ; and scarcely a day passed which did not end in scenes 
of crying and distress. 

Bad temper is a very common fault among governesses, and 
children are dreadful sufferers from this evil. They undergo a sad 
amount of unnecessary pain in the course of their education ; but 
very often that which seems bad temper, is only incapacity to teach 
joined to the wish to teach well. A good educator is as sure to 
produce cheerfulness as to impart knowledge. 

Lady Harriet required, as a part of her duty, that Miss Villars 
should accompany the children to the drawing-room after dinner. 
The first evening that she complied with this requisition, the ladies, 
in a large group, were gathered round the fire at the further end of 
the gorgeously furnished room. They took no notice of her, though 
she was noisily announced by some half-dozen lapdogs, which, 
starting from rugs and cushions, yelped and snapped at her feet. 
Lady Harriet, stopping in the midst of some piece of scandal with 
which she was amusing her guests, told her to take a seat," and 
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went on again. A lady would now and then stare at her, and then 
whisper to her neighbour. The entrance of the gentlemen pro- 
duced the usual effect. They swept past her as if she had been a 
part of the chair she sat on, and took off the attention of the ladies 
from her. It was an inexpressible relief to get out olf the room. 
She despised this cold-hearted vulgarity of assumed superiority, but 
she could not help feeling it bitterly, notwithstanding. 

A year of her irksome residence in this family had nearly 
passed, when it was suddenly brought to a conclusion. Among the 
gentlemen who one evening appeared in the drawing-room, was a 
baronet, an old admirer of Miss Villars, and whom she had rejected. 
But he had indulged very freely in wine, and no sooner observed her 
than he loudly expressed his delight at meeting her, drew a chair 
close to her, and began a course of high-flown compliments on her 
looks. She escaped from this unwelcome entertainment as soon as 
she could, unable to repress a smile at Lady Harriet's amazed and 
irritated countenance; but next morning, a note from that lady, 
enclosing her year's salary, dispensed with her future services, which 
** the extreme levity and impropriety of her conduct last evening 
made no longer desirable." Indignation at this insolence, to say 
nothing of the ridiculous injustice of accusing her of the levity which 
an intoxicated guest had displayed, quickly gave way to joy that she 
was about to escape, and wonder that she had endured the thraldom 
so long. The flrst steam-vessel that passed the coast, took her back 
to London. 

The next situation which Miss Villars obtained, was in a quiet 
family near London. They were good-hearted people, experi- 
menters in education, and had tried various new plans with their 
numerous children, being anxiously desirous for their improvement : 
but with so little success, that their state of turbulence and idleness 
effectually puzzled Lucy, who was utterly unabl to reduce them to 
order in the slightest degree. They would have required a skilful 
and experienced teacher, and she was neither the one nor the other ; 
but her sweet manners and evident superiority of mind so won upon 
their parents, that when obliged to tell her that she was unfit for 
their family, they recommended her to a young heiress whose 
guardians were looking out for a lady whom they might hope would 
suit her taste, and be able to conduct her education. Here, how- 
ever, she only stayed a week ; for her pupil declared “ Miss Villars 
had all the lines of art and hypocrisy depicted on her face ; and 
having never been deceived in a first impression, she neither would 
nor could learn anything of her." 
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Luey would not suffer herself to despair. To become a burden to 
her father, would have been more painfhl than all she had to endure ; 
and she left no exertion untried to meet with another engagement. 
She at length obtained one in the family of Mrs. Harrison, the wife 
of a rich banker who lived in Portman Square. 

Mrs. Harrison was reckoned a clever woman, and liked to pa- 
tronise talent. She therefore frequently invited Mr. Villars to dinner, 
in his fallen fortunes ; his conversation and literary tastes being of 
that order which she liked to have displayed at her table. Miss 
Villars had formerly visited this lady, whom she had also frequently 
entertained at her father's house. 

An interview was appointed on an early day, and she was received 
by Mrs. Harrison in her private room, where she daily transacted all 
her domestic concerns before seeing company. The **lady" mo- 
tioned the ** governess’* to a chair with an air intended to mark the 
distance between them. 

** Miss Villars,” said she, I like to make all matters of busi- 
ness distinctly clear at the beginning. I require in my governess 
that propriety of conduct which I may justly expect from the 
daughter of a talented sort of man like your father. I say nothing 
of his imprudent losses : do not suppose for a moment that I mean 
to wound your feelings by any allusion to his bankruptcy ; — of 
course, it was no fault of yours.” Here she paused, perhaps ex- 
pecting a reply, but receiving none, continued : — “ The Miss Har- 
risons have masters for all the requisite accomplishments : your 
office will be to keep them continually under your eye. They enter 
their study in the morning at seven, and retire to rest at nine at 
night : during that period I expect your attention will be unremit- 
tingly fixed upon them. You will partake of your meals with 
them : I consider your position, Miss Villars, in my family entitles 
you to this privilege. My youngest girl is not yet able to feed 
herself with propriety; you will, therefore, avail yourself of the 
opportunity to assist as well as instruct her. The three elder young 
ladies practise the piano and harp four hours a-day; and Miss 
Harrison^ who learns singing, exercises her voice for two hours daily : 
to this you will carefully attend. You have a correct ear ?” (Lucy 
had, to her cost, as the Miss Harrisons made her feel.) “ You will 
also sit by at the attendance of all their masters ; accompany their 
walks in ^he square ; go out in the carriage with them when neces- 
sary ; and remain in the gallery of the riding school, while they take 
their lesson. You will speak French and Italian on alternate days 
with them, and take charge of their studies in English belles Icttres 
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and arithmetic, under my direction. I offer you a salary of fifty 

pounds, to be increased to fifty-five at your second year of ser of 

residence in my family, should it last so long.” 

No establishment was ever conducted with greater propriety 
than that of Mr. and Mrs. Harrison ; no young ladies ever applied 
to their studies with greater perseverance than the Miss Harrisons. 
They played, they sang, they danced, they drew ; twangled the harp, 
scratched the guitar, screeched bravuras ; they learned French and 
Italian, and wrote English essays ; read English books and made 
extracts and abstracts and verses in albums ; studied tambour- work, 
and carpet-work, and screen-painting, and Grecian painting, and 
velvet-painting ; cantered round the riding-school : and everywhere 
and at all times Lucy was with them. Mrs. Harrison told all her 
friends “she had a treasure in her governess;” she was treated 
with the usual respect due to a governess, had her salary punctually 
paid, and every morning at ten o’clock the rustling of a silk dress 
announced the presence of Mrs. Harrison in the study, to wish her 
a stately “ good morning.” 

Of what had Lucy to complain ? She was merely excluded from 
all that makes life a blessing ; dragging on a lonely existence, lan- 
guishing in a living death. 

Four years had wearily rolled over her head, but ten seemed to 
be added to her age. Her light, graceful figure had become large and 
heavy from want of air and exercise, and from torpidity of mind ; her 
eye was dull, her cheek sallow, her manner apathetic ; she suffered 
from constant head-ache ; the daily walk of one hour round the 
eternal gravel walks of the square fatigued her almost to fkinting. 
When, at last, left to herself at the close of each long day, she was 
unable to enjoy her leisure, but sunk exhausted into sleep. Her 
nights were either one continued heavy slumber, or disturbed with 
frightful dreams, and spent in restless, tossing wakefulness ; forms 
and faces unbidden began to haunt her, and fiit about her even in 
the day ; she had become irritable to a degree that made her life a 
perpetual struggle to avoid giving offence. 

At this period a West Indian, a distant relation of Mr. Villars, 
who had never heard . of his distresses, left him an immense 
fortune. With a sentiment of high honour, he immediately di- 
vided it among his creditors, liquidating the debt of every man who 
had suffered by his bankruptcy. A few thousand pounds only re- 
mained to himself. “ With this capital,” said he to his daughter, “ I 
will re-commence life ; in a few years, my dear Lucy, I will restore 
you to a home.” His daughter had no words in which to express 
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her admiration of his conduct ; she returned to her solitary room in 
extreme excitement ; she had forgotten that high honour, generosity, 
and enthusiasm existed in the world ; but now she seemed to awake 
as from a dream into sudden life, she was unable to sleep, and 
before the night was over, impatience and irritation had taken 
possession of her; her head throbbed, her limbs ached; — **In a 
few years, I am to have a home. Ah ! before a few years have 
passed, I shall have found a home — a long home, for myself." The 
night was succeeded by a dreadful day ; the practising and singing 
were torture ; she with difficulty repressed a shriek more than once 
during its continuance, and all her efforts could not repress her 
disgust at the vapid talk of the young ladies. Relieved at length 
from their society, she was left alone with the essays and calcu- 
lations to correct, but in vain she tried to fix her mind upon her 
task ; a horrible suspicion had haunted her throughout the day, and 
to avoid the thought she took up a Review which lay on the table, 
and tried to read. An article on " Domestic Service" arrested her 
attention ; ** this might apply to me" she thought inwardly. Sud- 
denly she started, her -eye glared, and she repeated again and again 
some words she found there. ** Next to Govemessest the largest 
class of female patients in lunatic asylums is maids of all- work."* 
Next to Governesses^** she repeated. " It is so — I know it — I am 
going mad." Terrified at her solitude she seized the bell, but* 
paused, fearing that any one who came would send her to an 
asylum; she then threw up the window, hoping the passers-by 
would relieve her loneliness. It was a lovely night in June, and 
the sky was glittering with stars ; a strange hallucination seized 
upon her brain. 


Lucy had recovered — she was at home. She had taken her 
father’s hands in hers, and looked earnestly into his eyes ; and he 
had listened to her words. ** You are right, my child," he said 
with emotion : ** it is indeed a waste of life ; and we have enough 
to live upon." 

A few weeks after, they were living in a quiet cottage at some 
distance from " stony-hearted" London, to whose busy scenes they 
both resolved never to return. 

* See an article in the London and Westminster Review, entitled ** On 
Doa.estio Service.*' It is from the pen, we believe, of M iss Martineaa. 
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THE MIDSHIPMAN. 


BY EDWARD HOWARD. 


The Midshipman ! — this beauty and beau ideal of the naval service 
is fast passing away, and giving place to another beau, in which the 
beauty is ideal only — the young gentleman. The sturdy oaken sap- 
ling, from which formerly sprang the promise and the strength of 
the navy, is now generally making room for more effeminate flowers 
— gaudy, but too often worthless weeds — that are rooted from out 
the rank gardens of the aristocracy, and dung upon the ocean, there 
to flourish as water-plants — if they can. They are now, in tlie most 
courtly sense of the word, young gentlemen. Therefore, for the 
present, though they be rated on the ship’s book as “ midshipmen,” 
we have nothing to do with them. By and by they shall get a 
rating from us, and a sound one too. 

But the real Midshipman — the dashing little Midshipman ; in 
what light shall we view him? I fear we must mast-head him* 
“ Heads for the People” are very excellent things, and we are 
very glad to find that the people value them accordingly ; but the 
Midshipman has, besides the little orb that contains the small mo- 
dicum of brains of which he can boast, a head appropriated pecu- 
liarly to himself, which he does not value at all, — and that is the 
main-topmast-head ; and there we will place him — the situation is 
remarkable and lofty enough — and take our first sight at him. 

It is a stiff breeze ; the frigate is bowling away at the rate of ten 
knots an hour, closehauled ; consequently she lists over a few streaks, 
which inclination gives the main-topmast-head a very considerable dip ; 
and, as the ship is relieved from the pressure of tlie rapidly succeeding 
seas striking on her weather-bow, she rights herself a little, about 
once every three or four seconds, thus making the cross-trees an aeriel 
cradle, with a tremendous swing in the heavens, and with a very 
jerking kind of rocking, conducive of anything but comfort, and pro- 
vocative of a physical operation very dissimilar from that of sleeping. 

Well, seated upon the cross-trees, to leeward (mind that — none 
but a fresh-caught hobbledehoy would place himself to windward, as 
the few engravings extant have placed him) — seated to leeward^ 
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thus sheltered a little by the mast head, the cap of the main-top- 
raast-head as a sort of penthouse, with the left arm round the afler- 
topfiallant -shroud, sits the “mast-headed one I might have called 
him the “ deserted one, “ or the “ disconsolate one,’* or many ano- 
ther one ; but I am generous, and leave these epithets for the ladies 
who write verses in annuals. A Midshipman has no right to aU 
the good things in our annual literature. 

With his back thus against the black mast-head, the drizzling 
rain making heavy with moisture his curling side-locks, and the 
sharp wind rushing down upon him continuously from the bellying 
of the main-topgallant-sail, let us contemplate our reefer a little 
more narrowly. His cheek is ruddy, his eye dark and bright, and 
his countenance eminently handsome. There are decided marks of 
determination about his compressed lips, and his yet unreaped chin 
is bold and prominent. The thoughts and cares of incipient man- 
hood are struggling upon his brow, with the lightheartedness of the 
reckless youth. On his countenance, the brighter yet more cheerless 
light of the broad day-light of the mind is usurping the more glowing 
and gaudy colours of the day-break ; he has already begun to think, 
and to find bitterness in thought. However, these exercises will last 
only whilst he is mast-headed. 

Being at sea, he wears a round glazed hat, the era of military 
caps not yet being arrived ; it is jauntily placed a little on one side, 
though there be none to regard him ; but it is a habit that he 
acquired at Sally Port. His black silk handkerchief is tied care- 
lessly round his really beautiful throat, thus partly exposing it, whilst 
the two ends are flowing out freely, and in a manner truly pic- 
turesque, to the winds. He has on a rounded and short jacket, but 
little differing from that of the man before the mast, excepting in 
the embossed anchor-button, and the little soiled white patch upon 
the collar. 

A long dissertation might be composed upon this remarkably 
distinguishing patch ; a sizeable chapter could very well be written 
upon its varying size, and a shapeable digression upon its manifold 
shapes. It has also as many aliases as a London member of the swell 
mob ; and has devoured, since its first invention, more pipeclay than 
would suffice to take out the stains from any reasonable reputation. 

Of these designations, we shall merely mention but two. It is 
named bitterly and blandly : as blandly, the “ weekly account as 
bitterly, the “ curse of God.” Why called the “ weekly account,” 
has never been satisfactorily accounted for ; why the “ curse of God,” 
God himself only knows. But the mj'stery is interesting to the deni- 
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zens of the cockpit, and is always a standing matter for discussion 
when the grog runs low, and the spirit of argument mounts high. 

After all, we must observe a careless gentility in the habiliments 
of our reefer, a thousand and a thousand times superior to the 
slang-like blackguardism with which the youth of the present day 
are proud to degrade themselves. 

For what doubtful deed done, or for what duty undone, our 
Midshipman has acquired his unenviable elevation, it would be 
needless to inquire ; for who does not know that a Midshipman is 
mast-headed only for two things, that is to say, everything and 
nothing. In the present case, our young friend is ready to main- 
tain, against any adversary, that he is undergoing his airy penance 
for the latter description of offence ; so he has just audibly d — d 
everything above an inch high, placing himself thus in a very 
respectable altitude of damnation. 

But the gust of passion has passed away ; it has rolled far off 
with the boisterous winds to leeward. He is isolated — in complete 
solitude ; and the calmness of reflection, with the memory of his 
school-boy days, is coming with innocent gentleness over his spirit. 
He looks wistfully around him ; at first he sees nothing but the 
monotonous waves, and the misty and cheerless horizon ; and soon 
he sees them not: the dull unvarying line that unites the clouds 
with the sea is broken, and, to the mind's vision, the shadowy hills 
behind the house of his fathers rise slowly before him ; he half closes 
his eyes, and falls into a delicious reverie ; he is again happy with 
his more favoured brothers and sisters, and amidst this ideal group 
another sweet and beautiful face has appeared— a female cousin's; 
but no enchanter with his omnipotent wand could have more rapidly 
dissolved this vision, than does a harsh, blustering voice, sent up 
gratingly through a speaking trumpet from the quarter-deck, making 
a noise something to this tune, — ** Rha, rha! marhst-head! rha ah, 
there ! " 

Upon which the following amiable dialogue, of which the first 
speaker hears nothing, ensues : — 

“ Very well," says the reefer, very quietly ; "let him bawl away ; 
it 's good for his throat : it rattles as if he 'd swallowed the-top chain." 

Upon which the voice of the speaking-trumpet, grdwing angry 
at getting no answer, rejoins : — 

" D — n, &c. &c. &c. — Mast-head, there !" 

" He improves," says the reefer, composedly. " When old 
Needham goes to the devil, he 'll get a boatswain's warrant. Try 
again old boy ; nothing like practice." 
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The voice below, after a short pause, grows furious ; the cursing 
becomes more damnatory and orthodox, and the ** mast head, there,” 
is roared out in a manner so obstreperous, that it is a good thing for 
the quietude of the little fishes that they are somewhat dull in their 
hearing faculties. 

“ Excellent,” says the reefer. ” ‘ Mast-head, there very well. 
I ’m not the mast-head ; he can ’t mean me : let the mast-head 
answer for itself. If I only had my dinner, I should be very com- 
fortable.” So he takes a tighter turn with his arm round the 
shroud, thus hugging the emblem of death to make his life the more 
secure, and in the most unconcerned manner in the world composes 
himself to sleep. 

“His messmate, James Gofif, who knows, by cruel experience, how 
hungry he of the mast-head must be, observes the manoeuvre, and 
perfectly understands its signification. Now this James Gk>firha9 a 
little flat bottle of grog in the starboard, and some good weevilly 
biscuit and salt junk in the larboard pocket, which he is most 
anxious to convey to the famishing Midshipman. We need not teU 
our readers, that when the mast-head is thus tenanted, it is placed 
under blockade, and all munitions de houche peremptorily interdicted. 
So James Goff goes up to the flrst lieutenant, Mr. Needham, and 
with a pitiful and penitential air, duly lifting his hat, thus ad- 
dresses the angry officer : — “ If you please, sir, I am afraid Mr. 
Hearty has fallen asleep, sir. He did not go to bed last night, sir, 
till seven bells, sir ; and he had the middle watch, sir, and all hands 
were turned up at daylight, sir ; so, sir, he has scarcely had a wink 
of sleep for the last twenty-four hours, sir. Depend upon it, he is 
caulking, sir, and in a most dangerous situation, sir. Please, sir, 
may I go up and wake him, sir.” 

Now this speech, seeing that every time the word “sir” was 
used the hat was touched, had a mollifying effect ; and though the 
crime, in the eyes of the first lieutenant, had been enormous (for 
he suspected Mr. Hearty had waylaid his boy in the gloom of the 
galley, and plundered him of the relish destined for his own break- 
fast), he at length consents that Mr. Goff shall go up and arouse the 
sluniberer : and this favour he is more especially inclined to grant, as 
in the event of the youth tumbling overboard, he would be obliged 
to heave to, and lower down one of the quarter-hoats, both of which 
had been just painted ; so, acting upon these considerations, hu- 
manity triumphed, and the messenger was permitted to go up and 
awake the boy who did not sleep. The meeting of the two mid- 
shipmen in their lofty place was cordial and brief ; the prog and the 
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grog were delivered ; sharp was the appetite, and keen the relish ; 
and when the rapid and much-enjoyed meal had been consumed, and 
Hearty was again left in his cloudy solitariness, he now prepared 
actually to do that which before he had only simulated — to enjoy a 
refreshing slumber. So, taking out some spun yarn, he lashed him- 
self to the cross-trees, and soon was in a blissful state of dreaminess, 
that gave him back all the joys of his forsaken home, with some 
other pleasure that his home, as yet, had never bestowed upon him. 

This is, or till lately was, the every day history of a mast-headed 
Midshipman. It was a sharp, but a good discipline ; and though 
its rigour was sometimes carried out into cruelty, upon the whole, it 
worked well. 

Now the life of the regular Midshipman has three distinct phases ; 
that is to say, that of the younker, the medium Midshipman, or the 
Midshipman par excellence^ and the oldster. The younker — the 
Johnny Raw — the fresh caught, is generally an amiable youth, with 
the taste of bread-and-butter still in his mouth. Though most cruelly 
and wantonly hoaxed, he is a shrewd lad, and when driven to it with 
excess of persecution, will show fight right valorously. He is in the 
habit of saying “ if you please” to the sailors, for which courtesy he 
purchases their contempt; and when his hammock-man is either 
drunk, or Insolent, or lazy, and he sees his bed slopping about in 
the dirt on a rainy day, he looks round for a good-natured face 
before he ventures most civilly to request the owner of the amiable 
physiognomy to take it below to the cockpit, modestly adding, that he 
will not trouble him to hang it up, as he intends doing that himself. 

At the mess-table, he gets the fattest dabs of pork, and the 
leanest and most mahogany-grained piece of salt beef; he is only 
permitted to look at the butter, and smell at the cheese ; bu(, as an 
indemnity, his supply of hard biscuit is unlimited. His elder mess- 
mates have a religious regard to his health, evinced by taking care 
that he shall not touch a drop cither of his wine or spirits ; yet he 
contrives to get it, however, and what is worse, to get a liking for it 
at the same time. 

In harbour, his duty principally consists in going on shore with 
the captain's steward for milk and such-like services for the buttery ; 
at sea, making out the day’s work, and writing up the log-books 
of his more experienced messmates, when below ; when on deck, 
squeaking out the orders like a parrot through a cracked reed, and 
sleeping his night-watch through, adumbrated by a tarpaulin, with 
a signal-flag for a pillow, generally under the lee of a quarter-deck 
gun, from whence he is pulled out by the leg, and sent down below 
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to bring up u.e officer of the watch a stiff glass of grog, that would 
float a marling-spike, and at the same time drown the senses of any 
but a thorough-going seaman. 

But as the younker wears off, and the Midshipman blows into 
full flower, the second phase of his existence begins ; he has learned 
to swear, will quarrel for his grog, and has become a veritable Mid- 
shipman — just such an one as we have represented at the mast-head. 

Already does he know the names and uses of every rope in the 
ship ; knows how to splice, can make a Turk's head, and thinks too 
that he could cut one off, had he the opportunity ; knows how to put 
the rigging over the mast-head^ and can actually fling the lead over- 
hand as far as the anchor-stock. Here be virtues upon which to 
found assumptions ! Moreover, he begins to talk about parliamentary 
interest, and is at once on the look out for connexions with the 
Admiralty, and a — beard. 

If you believe him, he is a wicked fellow ; but his speech is 
much worse than his acts, for the which he is very sorry in company, 
but very glad when he turns in — that is to say, goes to bed. Already 
has he the character for bravery ; he has behaved very well on a 
cutting-out expedition, and has been slightly wounded — a mere 
scratch — of which he is already too manly to boast. He is not now 
quite so impudent to his superiors ; he has begun to know the value 
of respect, and therefore pays it cheerfully ; and can already under- 
stand that the flrst lieutenant may be a most worthy officer, although 
he chews tobacco, and that the master may be a thorough seaman, 
though he drawls in his north-country dialect ; and is, in harbour, 
frequently overcome by the enemy — the greatest one the seaman has 
to fear — grog. 

But we must now consider the Midshipman in his last phase, — as 
a regular full-blown oldster. The change come over him is decided, 
and so well marked, that every one is conscious of it as well as 
himself, and he is conscious not a little. Pride has invested him as 
with a mantle, and he walks the quarter-deck with a loftier tread, 
and sings out ** rowed of all" to the boat's crew, as he lands at the 
Sally Port at Portsmouth, as if he was fully aware that there was 
authority in his voice, and that all the world ought to be aware of it 
as well as himself. 

But the signs manifest that he be veritably an oldster are these. 
Imprimis : — He groweth ugly, but he consoleth himself thus ; — that 
to look ugly is to cause fear ; to be feared is to be respected ; to 
be respected is the way to the hearts of the ladies ; therefore he 
cocketh his hat fore and aft, and looketh fiercely before the sex 
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feminine, and deludeth himself that he is admired. Moreover, he 
hath an incipient beard, that groweth stragglewise upon the nether- 
most parts of his face like thistles upon a common, the which he 
cherisheth much, and coaxe th with his finger and thumb ; and he 
may now be discovered secretly perusing the advertisements which 
set forth the virtues of the oil ’ycleped Macassar. 

Again ; in |he presence of his superior ofiScers, there is ob- 
servance in his eye, activity in his heels, and much humility in his 
voice ; the brim of his hat is worn bare by overmuch touching 
thereof, and he starteth with ** an obedient start ’* when the first 
lieutenant ordereth the decks to be swept. From those above him, 
he taketh everything in good part : he taketh dinner with the 
ciptain joyfully; he taketh reproof from the ofi3cer of the watch 
humbly ; he taketh lunars with the master assiduously ; he taketh 
grog with the purser zealously ; and he taketh the conceit out of 
a Midshipman weaker than himself, with a right good drubbing, 
boastfully. 

Though he knoweth that he be now in the chrysalis state, he 
antidipateth with an overstrained faith the time when he will burst 
forth — the butterfly lieutenant, with the one golden wing on the 
right shoulder ; and he prideth himself accordingly. Yet he con- 
dcscendeth, at times, to hold familiar discourse with the three warrant 
officers, whom he astonisheth ; for verily, hath he not struck the 
gunner with awe by the word “ parabola ! ** mystified the carpenter by 
speaking of ** aqueous edificial constructions,*’ and vanquished the 
boatswain in argument, because he understood not the proposition 
that “ in metaphysics, nothing may be understood, as everything in 
the preconception of an unformed substance, upon which depends the 
first category of illimitable boundaries that circumscribe infinity.” 

To conclude : he hath become wary, and escheweth the mast- 
head, and the ways that lead thereunto ; he borroweth more money 
than he lendeth ; he patroniseth, and he catereth for the mess ; he 
possesseth also fine jokes, at the which the youngsters would do well 
to be rejoiced, and their joy be more exceeding at the repetition 
thereof; he also getteth drunk virtuously and discreetly, and imi- 
tateth Master Slender in becoming intoxicated only with the sober- 
minded, and in exemplary society. Finally; he readeth Hamilton 
More, and drinketh with devotion the toast, — ” A bloody war, and 
a sickly season.” 

Thus there be three states of this officer, yet is he one, and 
indivisibly — a Midshipman. 
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Even in the temple — at the very shrine — where meekness, self- 
humiliation, contrition of heart, and remorse of spirit, kneel, and 
make sweet sacrifice ; yea even there, plies the Pew-Opener : the 
busy servitor of pride ; the watchful handmaid of distinction ; the 
sofl-spoken waiter upon Mammon : yes, in the temple, the hopeful 
looker-out for sixpences. 

Pews! What a sermon might we not preach upon these little 
boxes! --small abiding-places of earthly satisfaction! sanctuaries for 
self-complacency ! — ^in God’s own house, the chosen chambers for 
man’s self glorification! What an instructive colloquy might not 
the bare deal bench of the poor church-goer hold with the soft- 
cushioned seat of the miserable sinners who chariot it to prayers, 
and with their souls arrayed in sackcloth and ashes, yet kneel in silk 
and miniver. How would the thumbed, dogs’-eared, discoloured, 
sheep-cased prayer-book, discourse it with the volume bound in 
velvet, clasped with gold, and borne to its place by stalwart footman, 
powdered specially for the sabbath ! 

Pews ! How often, in your half-filled spaces, may be seen the 
smug possessor, — the thrifty, respectable Christian, — with his ears 
open to precepts of boundless charity to all men, glancing coldly at 
his pewless brother standing in the crowded aisle, and never beck- 
oned within ? Reader, have ye not beheld pews peopled with the 
sons of pride, — the true-begotten of worldly ease, who from the 
softness of their seats have seemed to look more serenely round at 
the lowly folk without ? Miserable sinners ! who once a- week go 
through the ceremony of seeming to think themselves dust ; children 
of darkness ! who, for an example to society, permit themselves once 
a- week to be addressed as ** the sons and daughters of corruption, the 
brothers and sisters of the worm I ” Lowly, contrite-hearted men, 
in purple and fine linen, who, with abased eyelids, and faces steeped 
in two hours’ humility, make up their minds to endure a talk of the 
judgment, and take a parson for the sake of appearance. 
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But the bell rings to church ! The alehouse bolt is drawn ; no 
sign of traffic in the street, save where the late fishmonger takes his 
hurried way with turbot to my lord’s; no apple-stall profanes the 
sabbath light ; and irreligious barbers, if they shave, nnist shave in 
sin and secrecy. Long lines of parish boys and girls, chattering, 
whispering, grinning, are led to church by master and mistress, who, 
deeming religion a terrible and bitter thing, look savagely serious. 
The two or three children who carry pewter medals look graver than 
the rest. 

The Pew-Opener, with her kerchief of speckless white ; her face 
put in order for the morning service ; with key in hand, and active, 
noiseless step, — is here, is there, folding her lambs as fast as they enter. 
With almost a smile, and a motion very near a curtsey, she welcomes 
some ; with aspect serious as a Death’s head, she leads the way with 
others. To whispering children, she looks terrible as the Witch of 
Endor ! — a witch threatening the advent of the beadle ! 

Mark how daintily she doth her office ! The service is begun ; 
and there is a stranger leaning in the aisle with a sixpenny face, — 
perhaps, a shilling countenance. Poor man ! although he pays 
church-rates, he has no pew; he hath helped to build the fabric, 
and to pay the preacher, but there is no seat for him save on the 
back benches ; and that is a place (for only mark his coat, the beaver 
sleekness of his hat, the complexion of his linen) not to be thought * 
of : how can he, who comes to confess himself a filthy vessel before 
the Lord ; a sin-stained lump of mortal clay ; a moral leper ; a child 
of iniquity, deserving everlasting fire ; — how can he, Peter WagstafiT, 
a small tradesman with the best of prospects, sit on the same bench 
with the old, paralytic man who now-and-then does his errands ? 
Peter Wagstaff is not proud, — by no means proud ; no man — that 
is, no Christian*— ought to take pride to church with him ; but, for 
all that, although his sometimes servant makes room for his employer, 
Peter Wagstaff sees him not, and, in fact, would rather stand. 

Our Pew-Opener beholds the apostolical fight in the breast of 
Peter ; beholds, and walks to the rescue. Walks ! The spider 
traversing its web above the church poor-box (for thou, great Ho- 
garth, hath seen and fixed the insect in immortal film) makes louder 
noise than our Pew-Opener pacing the rushes. She approaches the 
stranger ; her eloquent forefinger beckons him forward ; surely, the 
lock and key are not of iron, but velvet, they work so noiselessly ; — 
the man is in the pew, and, being in, he feels himself, as he is, 
respectable. He is now comfortable, ahd can join in the responses 
declaratory of his own unworthiness with beseeming placidity ; he 
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can now pay every proper attention to the denunciation of penal fire, 
no longer fearing to be elbowed by his inferiors. Nay, when the 
glories of immortality are promised, they lose no portion of their 
lustre from the startling idea violently pressed upon him, that his 
neighbours on the bench, — the wretchedly poor, the drudges of the 
world, — are, with himself, to be made participators of the gladness. 
He is, he owns it in sonorous tones, a miserable sinner,'* but, 
notwithstanding, a respectable man. 

Did the Pew-Opener, when she contemplated this service to the 
self-respect of Peter Wagstaff, come at right conclusions ? Wa^ his 
fece only worth a tester ? More ; for Peter has just set up in the 
neighbourhood, is a bachelor, and this being his first visit to the 
parish church, he has disbursed a whole shilling. The Pew-Opener 
seats herself on her square piece of projecting wood, and, with one 
eye towards the door, and the other on her prayer-book, with occa- 
sional wanderings towards the children in the gallery, is profoundly 
rapt in the service. 

Another visitor appears at the door ; step by step he creeps up 
the aisle ; our Pew- Opener sees him, but is determined to see him 
not. Let him sit with the poor people ; why should such as he 
affect the vanity of a pew ? Better than he are on the benches ; — 
are we not all flesh and blood ; all poor worms ; all things of cor- 
ruption ; all creturs for the grave ? Such are the thoughts of the 
Pew-Opener, and she reads hard at her book ; she sees not the 
candidate yearning for promotion above the common. There is 
some reason for this ? There is ; for thrice has our Pew-Opener 
given '* that person ” a seat, and he has merely nodded thanks, — 
made a pantomime acknowledgment of the favour. The Pew- Opener 
reads on. 

Be it known to all whom it may concern, that we renounce His 
Holiness the Pope, and all his works ; be it fully understood, that 
we have a proper horror of Guy Fawkes and the Jesuits, as Jesuits ; 
and, therefore, when we say a word in praise of a custom observed 
in Catholic sanctuaries, we do not for that reason believe in Holy 
Water. There are no pews in continental cathedrals : there the rich 
sit with the poor ; the beggar says his paternoster close to the ear 
of the man of ingots. The dame of fashion kneels next to the 
market-woman, who has put down her load to make her offering to 
her saint : there, all is common dust ; there, no porcelain of the 
liuman clay ; there, all food for worms. And thus would we have 
it in Protestant temples. When Luther reformed the church, he 
surely never intended to cut it up into little private boxes for the 
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especial use of worldly pride and worldly distinction. In all his 
reveries, we will be sworn for him, Lather never dreamt of a Pew* 
Opener; and yet Weaver tells as, that, after the Reformation, 
** there were coshions in charches to sleep upon and Rudder, 
another church historian, informs us, that it was customary for the 
squire of the parish to withdraw to smoke his pipe during the sermon, 
and ** return to the blessings.” The Pew-Opener, doubtless, came 
in with the cushions, — was found a necessary monitor to call the 
squire from tobacco to the benediction. 

We have, however, left the immediate subject of this paper seated 
outside a pew, still meditating her religious lesson. Now-and-then 
she rises, creeps, mole-footed, down the aisle, finds the proper hymn 
for the inexperienced psalm-singer, looking somewhat reprovingly at 
the ignorance of the offender, cries ” hush ” at the creaking shoe- 
leather of an unreflecting sinner, and wonders, with the church full 
of a November fog, how people can cough ** in the sweetest parts of 
the discourse.” The sermon draws to a close : at ** sixthly and 
lastly ” the Pew-Opener again glides down the aisle, again applies 
the silent key to the mute lock, and again the doors stand open for 
the egress of the better part of the congregation, — ^the fortunate and 
respectable holders of pews. As they depart, the Pew-Opener hath 
a ready curtsey, and a ready smile ; ventures to ask about the health 
of an absent wife or daughter ; hazards some admiring words at the 
good looks of the youngest child ; and, with a brief, encomiastic 
allusion to the ** noble sermon” of the day, proceeds to other 
patrons. The church is empty ; and the Pew-Opener enters the 
various sanctuaries sacred to those who can pay for them : here she 
diligently puts in order the hassocks, gathers up the books, and 
departs for dinner. 

If every hassock had a tongue, and might tell the thoughts, 
reveal the inmost workings of the hearts, of those who, in attitudes 
of humiliation, kneel upon them ! Look at this one, this lump of 
softest wool, covered with cloth of purple : this has borne the bulky 
mortality of a rich and arrogant man — of one, who, every week, 
confesses himself a miserable sinner, and in that confession prays 
aloud for grace, — ^whose son is banned the paternal door, for that he 
has taken a wife, whose only vice was poverty ! Here is another, 
yet warm from the knees of a domestic tyrant, who copies to church 
to sacrifice to the humility, the love, and searching tenderness of the 
Divine Example ; and who, returning home, shall make his wife 
tremble at his frown, and the little hearts of his children quail at his 
foot-faU. Take a third : this is part of the pew furniture of a man 
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wlio lires, and becomes 8leek» upon the falsehoods, the little tyrannke 
of the world, who eats the daily bread of heartless litigation, whose 
whole life is a lie to every Christian precept ; and, Judas to Truth, 
who kisses it only to sell it ! Yet will this man pray, respond in 
prayer, run through the Creed, and glibly troll the Decalogue,-— a 
human clock, wound up to strike on Sundays. And in this pew 
wiU kneel the withered usurer, a most respectable man, and one in 
palish office, whose heart glows at the worldly cunning of Jacob, and 
who, losing theelf on his cattle and sheep, and now and then exhibits at the 
Smithfield show. In nine cases out of ten he is a liberal landlord, 
and from the following considerations. First, being himself a 
practical man, he knows what can be done on a farm; and, also, 
if the occupier is too highly taxed for rent, he is aware he cannot 
do justice to it. Secondly, his pursuits in life bringing him often- 
times in contact with his tenants, he has a feeling for their welfare 
beyond that of the mere landlord. They are brother sportsmen, 
in fact, and a bond of social union exists between them and their 
families, of great moral strength. 

The Sporting Gentleman is a kind master to his servants — 
several of them being considered as heir-looms on the estate — 
descending from father to son, and dying in the service of the lat- 
ter, or retiring on the fruits of their service. But he keeps a tight 
hand upon them, those in his stables especially — the high condi- 
tion of his hunters, as well as the neat "turn out” of his equipa- 
ges, being a grand consideration with him. Experience has taught 
him two lessons touching this matter,— the one, that servants like 
soldiers, under a relaxed system of mastership, are never really 
good; the other, that a good master makes good servants, kindness 
having more influence than fear. 

The Sporting Gentleman prides himself on keeping what is 
called a good house — and in the real John Bull acceptation of 
this term — not a grand display in the family dining-room, with 
scantiness in the servants’ hall, but plenty everywhere, and to 
“comers and goers” as well. Still, without condescending to enter 
into the minutiae of the butlery and the pantry, his injunctions 
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are, that there be no wilful waste. The butler looks to it in his 
department, and over the kitchen chimney-piece is this seasonable 
hint in letters six inches in length, — “ Want not; waste not.” 
Neither are the poor of his neighborhood forgotten by the Sport- 
ing Gentleman. Broken victuals and soup are served out to them 
twice a week through the winter, from his kitchen; and he glad- 
dens their hearts at Christmas by a distribution of meat and coals, 
in addition to articles of female apparel, suitable to the season, by 
his lady. 

The Sporting Gentleman gives a dinner to his tenants twice a 
year, at his rent days, and often presides at it himself. This latter 
point, however, is immaterial; he does what is much more bene- 
ficial to them and to his neighbors; he drops great part of the 
money he receives on the spot on which it is produced, in lieu of 
taking it to enrich strangers who neither know, nor care a rush 
for himself or any one belonging to him. 

The Sporting Gentleman is oftentimes in parliament, and then 
generally for the county in which he lives. He is called upon by 
his station to go there, although it be not much to his taste; but 
when he does go, he goes as his hunter goes over the country, 
with his head at liberty ; he will not stand a raartingal. In other 
words he will suffer no one — not even the “unwashed” — to tell 
him how he is to act, or for or against what he is to vote. Nei- 
ther is party his object. He wants no favors, the good of the 
country being his chief aim. In fact, he courts not popularity at 
its expense; he is too proud to do it: — 

** This, my prize, I never shall forego; 

This, who but touches, warriors, is my foe.” 

The Sporting Gentleman is on the Turf. That is, he has two 
or three thorough-bred brood mares, and runs their produce at the 
neighboring races — say, within a radius of fifty miles. Racing, 
with him, however, is only a secondary pursuit. Still, as far 
as he goes, he enters into it with spirit. He gives large sums for 
27 
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mares of the most fashionable blood, knowing that to breed from 
any other is to incur certain loss; and he selects the best stud- 
horses to breed from, regardless of the heavy expense. He is 
proud of his paddocks, which he has planned himself after the 
newest system, being about a fourth of the size of those in his 
father’s time; and his young racing stock are fed chiefly on dry 
food, by which they are forced into size and form, and as such 
have generally the best of their neighbors. He does not back them 
at the post beyond a few pounds, still less attempt to make what 
is called “ a Book,” and this for two reasons. First — he is aware 
that there are very long odds against him, or against any other 
private gentleman on a race-course. Secondly, he is well assured 
that not one man in a thousand possesses the powers of calcula- 
tion sufficient to enable him to make a winning-book; and lastly, 
it is not congenial with his feelings. 0 He considers it infra dig . 
to be in constant communication with a most disreputable order 
in society — the public betting-men of the day. 

The Sporting Gentleman, however, occasionally performs the 
office of gentleman-jockey, at some of our first private race-meet- 
ings, and occasionally at public ones, for stakes whose articles 
express that the riders of the horses should be gentlemen. And he 
will take great pains to prepare himself for this office, either on his 
own account, or to serve a friend, whose horse he may be asked 
to ride. He will go through the regular process of training, by 
severe exercise, for wind, and of reducing his weight by fasting, 
each of which is no small sacrifice to those who have not been 
accustomed to any compulsory exertions and self-denials. Ambi- 
tion, however, has something to do with all this; he is proud of, 
and anxious to display his fine horsemanship, and the winning a 

* It is a curious fact, that men who come under the true denomination of 
Sportsmen , are seldom ardent admirers of the Turf. On the day of the last 
Epsom Derby, three masters of fox-hounds, namely, Mr. Thomas Assheton 
Smith, the Earl of Kintore, and the Honorable Colonel Lowther, remained in 
London. 
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race, by a head, for a friend, is esteemed one of the most gratify- 
ing events of his life. 

The Sporting Gentleman is proud of exhibiting his stables and 
their contents; and on the arrival of his sporting acquaintance 
and friends at his hall, the first walk is to his stables. The 
superior condition of his horses is his principal boast on these 
occasions; and it has been his aim to make as many converts as 
he can to the means by which it has been obtained, out of his 
regard to that noble animal, the horse, and from a wish to 
diminish his sufferings. Add to this, he urges this means— the 
in-door treatment of hunters in the summer — on the score of 
economy, assuring his friends, that five hunters so treated will do 
the work of six of those which have been summered in the fields, 
as was formerly the practice pursued by ninety-nine sportsmen in 
a hundred, to the destruction of a third of their studs by either ac- 
cidents or diseases, of both of which it was the most prolific source. 

Amongst other pastimes, the Sporting Gentleman is fond of 
what is termed “ The Road;” and if he have not (as several of 
his genus have) a regular team of coach-horses at work all the 
year round, he generally contrives to make up what is called a 
“ scratch team” in the summer — some of his hunters, who have 
rather lost their pace, contributing towards it. And he patronises 
“ The Road” and all that belongs to it. A mail and a stage- 
coach pass daily through his nearest village, at a certain public- 
house in which a refreshing glass is always ready, at his expense, 
for the coachmen and guards. He also directs his attention to 
the state of the roads in his neighborhood; and to his countenance 
and presence are to be attributed sundry improvements and 
ameliorations in the important operations of travelling. 

The Sporting Gentleman has once in his life been abroad — a 
foreign tour having been considered by his father an essential 
part of an English gentleman’s education. But the continent is 
little to his taste; he misses the comforts of his hall, and the habits 
and pursuits of the people are at variance with his own. 


Digitized by ^ooQte 



31 2 


THE SPORTING GENTLEMAN. 


The Sporting Gentleman is a preserver of game in his covers 
and woods, for the amusement of himself and his friends; but a 
still stricter preserver of foxes — finding from experience, that 
game and foxes can be preserved together, on the same spot. But 
he is not content with the tame diversion afforded by partridges 
and pheasants; he visits Scotland in the August month, which, 
from the wildness of the quarry, is quite in unison with his idea 
of wherein the perfection of shooting consists. Neither is he 
content with grouse; but, with rifle in hand, pursues the stag of 
the forest, and has been known to kill from his own shoulder, 
upwards of sixty of those animals in one year — a feat that has 
been performed by the celebrated Captain Ross, Rossie Castle, 
N. B. He looks upon deer-stalking as the fox-hunting of shoot- 
ing; and, on his return home, amuses his family and friends with 
a recital of what he has done. And he has a fine field for the 
descriptive. The majestic scenery of the Highlands; the motions 
of the deer under every variety of pursuit and danger; their 
sagacity and self-possession; their courage and noble bearing; the 
bay; the method in which they are prepared for being taken 
home; and many other particulars relating to their natural history 
and habits, are themes worthy of any man’s tongue or pen.* 

The Sporting Gentleman visits Melton Mowbray generally once 
in the year, for a longer or shorter period, as circumstances may 
direct; and occasionally spends the entire hunting-season in that 
emporium of fox-hunting. In the latter case, he is called upou 
to open his purse-strings, and increase the strength of his stud to 
the number of fourteen, — less not being sufficient for six days’ 
hunting in each week, which the circumstance of there being three 
packs of foxhounds within daily reach of that town, enables him 
to avail himself of. And he is likewise called upon to make 

* Should any of the readers of the “ Heads of the People” be inclined 
to be initiated into the rudiments and mysteries of this noble sport, we recom- 
mend them the perusal of Mr. Scrope’s elegant work, published last year by 
Mr. Murray. 
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another addition to his establishment — namely, a first-rate man 
cook. Mrs. Jennings is all very well— a top-sawyer, indeed, in 
the provincials, — but she will not do for Melton Mowbray. "Nil 
ibi plebeium and next to a slow horse, nothing is less in cha- 
racter with the place than the animal so often sought after by 
housekeepers in other parts of the world, where the palate is not 
so refined, — namely, " the good plain cook.” 

It often happens that the Sporting Gentleman is himself the 
master of foxhounds; let us, then, look at him in that charac- 
ter. His heart and soul are in the whole thing, and he de- 
votes half his time to it at least, forasmuch as, without the mas- 
ter's eye, and that the eye of a sportsman , a failure in some 
department of the undertaking is the natural and inevitable con- 
sequence. His object is to show sport to his field; to give satis- 
faction to the country; and in his endeavors to do so, he spares 
neither his purse nor his pains. Still, he does not launch out 
into unnecessary and ruinous expenses, it being his intention to 
continue to keep his hounds as long as he is able to follow them; 
and, not like Actseon of old, to be devoured by them in the prime 
of his days. Four thousand pounds a-year, then, is the sum he 
appropriates for the purpose, should he not accept a subscription; 
and he finds that, with good management, it will cover all ex- 
penses for four days' hunting in each week, and occasionally a 
bye-day. And such it should do; it is a large sum to pay chiefly 
for the amusement of others, and what no human being on earth, 
except a native of Great Britian, would ever dream of paying. 
Sancho Panza considered sporting pleasant when at other people's 
expense; and we are so far of his opinion, that except in cases of 
vast land possessions, all masters of foxhounds should be assisted 
by a subscription; and we say this from the knowledge of the 
great sacrifice of property that has already been made to the keep- 
ing of foxhounds; in some instances, indeed, to the irretrievable 
ruin of the too liberal individuals. But, referring to those who 
could afford the outlay which we have now stated as the annual 

27 * 
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charge of an efficient fox-hunting establishment, some curious 
facts may be related. It is well known that one celebrated sports- 
man, lately deceased, was the owner of foxhounds for fifty-seven 
years; here has been the immense sum of two hundred and twen- 
ty-eight thousand pounds expended by one man, in one pursuit, 
supposing the above annual sum to have been disbursed in the 
charges attending it. We could name a dozen masters of fox- 
hounds for thirty consecutive years, at their own cost, each of - 
which must have expended one hundred and twenty thousand 
pounds in the course of that period, and on the above-named ac- 
count! Should fox-hunting be put an end to in this country — 
which, despite of evil forebodings, we hope it may not— and 
another century be completed ere the pen of the historian should 
record the doings of the present, the foregoing statement might go 
far towards shaking the faith of the reader in the veracity of the 
writer. 

The hounds of the Sporting Gentleman are bred by himself 
with the greatest care, his idea on that subject being that nothing 
should be esteemed as characteristic of a species but what is 
found amongst the best and most perfect individuals of that spe- 
cies. He breeds largely, therefore, to enable him to draft his 
pack closely, and thus avoid the almost certain disappointment of 
entering hounds at all faulty in their make — at least, in points 
that are found to be essential to hard work. Whether or not he 
performs the office of huntsman to his own hounds — so much the 
custom of late years — depends on circumstances. Carthage pro- 
duced but one Hannibal, and Great Britian is somewhat tardy in 
giving birth to men eminently qualified for this difficult task; and 
he may be of opinion that it might be more satisfactory to his 
field to trust it to the hands of a well-instructed servant. Should 
he, however, undertake it, he resembles not the Baronet in Hum- 
phrey Clinker, who commenced hunting without having served 
an apprenticeship to the mysteries of it, but brings to his aid the 
experience of at least a dozen years in the difficult science of the 
chase; and difficult it is, as all those who have given their time 
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and attention to it, will testify. On this subject, there is a re- 
markable passage in one of the letters of Pliny the Consul. — “ I 
employ myself,” says he, “ at my Tuscan villa, in hunting and 
studying, sometimes alternately, and sometimes both together; but 
I am not yet able to determine in which of these pursuits it is 
most difficult to succeed.” On another occasion, he tells a friend, 
how much the chase contributes to enliven the imagination, and 
elegantly assures him, he “ will find Minerva as fond of travers- 
ing the hills as Diana.” 

It may be objected, that I have drawn too flattering a picture 
of the Sporting Gentleman. Let me hasten, then, to disabuse the 
minds of such of my readers as may be of this opinion. The 
Sporting Gentleman is very far from immaculate — perfection is 
not the lot of humanity: — 

“Virtue and vice in the same man are found, 

And now they gain, and now they lose their ground.” 

Still, as regards his morality, he is generally on a par with his 
neighbors. At all events, there is nothing demoralising in his 
pursuits; on the contrary, the pastimes of the Sportsman have 
been found to be public benefits in more ways than one; and his 
example in the field is not without its effect. We have no slight 
authority for saying that the hearts of those men which are 
capable of being strung up to a high pitch of enthusiasm and 
determination in the chase — which is called the image of war — 
would fit them to lead columns in their country’s battles; at the 
same time that they are found to possess, in the softer moments 
of relaxation and enjoyment, certain chords which vibrate the 
sweetest notes of pleasure; and the former of these positions is 
substantiated by the testimony of military officers, who have so 
often asserted that in the battle-field the most daring and gallant 
soldiers have been those which have been accustomed to field- 
sports.* Neither does the Sporting Gentleman spend his time in 

# General Sir Hussey Vivian expressed himself very much to this purpose, 
a few years back, in his place in the House of Commons. 
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counteracting happiness; and, as Johnson has it, “ filling the world 
with wrong and danger, confusion and remorse.” The converse 
is the case; the pursuits he indulges in promote happiness by 
finding employment for vast numbers of the community, both in 
trade and in servitude, and they are known to be the lion sup- 
porters of the agriculturist by the great demand for horses, and 
consequently for the produce of their land for their support. Let 
us hope, then, that although changes are gradually introduced by 
time in the habits and modes of thinking of mankind; and, not- 
withstanding the refinement of modern manners may contract, as 
it has done, the circle of, and abate the general ardor for, the 
sports of the field, room may still be found for the enjoyment of 
the manly pursuits of the chase; and also that the flagging spirit 
which has lately shown itself, may be revived by the generation 
that is to succeed us. As 1 have already observed, they have 
stood their ground from the earliest times: have been encouraged 
in all ages and by the greatest of men; and cannot, therefore, now 
be supposed to dread censure or need support. They had their 
origin in Nature. And we have a pleasing foreboding that our 
hopes on this subject will be realised. The illustrious consort of 
our gracious Queen is a sportsman; and although, as the poet 
says — 

“ Who, from the morning’s brightest ray, 

Can promise what will be the day;” 

We have a fair promise here, that by his example and influence, 
the sports of the field, in the country which has adopted him, 
will be upheld in their pristine vigor. And Prince Albert will 
find his account in this. It was one of the qualifications bestowed 
by Xenophon on his Cyrus, that he was a sportsman; and if the 
Scripture Nimrod had not been a sportsman, he would not have 
been a king. Add to this, all sportsmen are popular; and the 
historian, Sallust, has assured us that neither armies nor gold can 
preserve princes on their thrones; — they must reign in the affec- 
tions of their people. 
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BY WILLIAM HOWTTT. 

There’s a world of buxom beauty flourishing in the shades of 
the country. Farm-houses are dangerous places. As you are 
thinking only of sheep, or of curds, you may be suddenly shot 
through by a pair of bright eyes, and melted away in a bewitching 
smile that you never dreamt of till the mischief was done. In 
towns, and theatres, and thronged assemblies of the rich and 
the titled fair, you are on your guard; you know what you are 
exposed to, and put on your breast-plates, and pass through the 
most deadly onslaught of beauty — safe and sound. But in those 
sylvan retreats, dreaming of nightingales, and hearing only the 
lowing of oxen, you are taken by surprise. Out steps a fair 
creature, crosses a glade, leaps a stile; you start, you stand — lost 
in wonder and astonished admiration; you take out your tablet to 
write a sonnet on the return of the nymphs and dryades to earth, 
when up comes John Tompkins, and says, “ It’s only the Far- 
mer’s Daughter!” What? have farmers such daughters no w-a- 
days? Yes. I tell you they have such daughters — those farm- 
houses are dangerous places. Let no man with a poetical imagi- 
nation, which is but another name for a very tindery heart, flatter 
himself with fancies of the calm delights of the country; with the 
serene idea of sitting with the farmer in his old-fashioned chimney- 
corner, and hearing him talk of corn and mutton— of joining him 
in the pensive pleasures of a pipe, and brown jug of October; of 
listening to the gossip of the comfortable farmer’s wife; of the 
parson and his family, of his sermons and his tenth pig — over a 
fragrant cup of young hyson, or lapt in the delicious luxuries of 
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custards and whipt-creams: in walks a fairy vision of wondrous 
witchery, and with a curtsey and a smile, of most winning and 
mysterious magic, takes her seat just opposite. It is the Farmer’s 
Daughter! A lively creature of eighteen. Fair as the lily, fresh as 
May-dew, rosy as the rose itself; graceful as the peacock perched 
on the pales there by the window; sweet as a posy of violets 
and “clove-gillivers;” modest as early morning, and amiable as 
your own imagination of Desdemona, or Gertrude of Wyoming. 

You are lost! It’s all over with you. I wouldn’t give an 
empty filbert, or a frog-bitten strawberry, for your peace of mind, 
if that glittering creature be not as pitiful as she is fair. And that 
comes of going into the country, out of the way of vanity and 
temptation; and fancying farm-houses only nice old-fashioned 
places of old-fashioned contentment. 

Ay, many a one has found, to his sorrow, what trusting himself 
amongst barrel-churns, and rows of bee-hives has cost him. His 
resolutions of bachelor independence have been whirled round 
and round, and resolved themselves into melting butter; he has 
been stung by the queen-bee, in the eye, and has felt all over 
pangs and twinges, as if the whole swarm had got into his bosom. 
Then has come a desperate liking to that part of the country; the 
taking that neat cottage just out of the village, with its honey- 
suckle porch, and willow arbor by the brook; the sauntering 
down the foot-path that leads past the farm of a summer’s even- 
ing, with a book of poetry in the hand; the seat on the stile at the 
bottom of the wood; the sudden looking up — “ How sweet that 
farm house does look! What fine old trees those are about it! 
And that dear little window in the old gable, with its open case- 
ment and its diamond panes. And, Oh! surely! yes — that is Anne 
herself, and I think she is looking this way!” 

Then follow the sweetest walks down by the mill; the sweetest 
moonlight leaps over the sunk fence at the bottom of the garden; 
the most heavenly wanderings along that old quince walk — such 
vows! such poetry of passion! such hopes and promises of felicity; 
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and then the old farmer looks over the hedge, and says, “ Who’s 
there?” There, this is a pretty go ! Off goes Anne like the spirit 
of a young lamplighter up the garden, through the house, up the 
• stairs at three strides, and there she is, locked and bolted in that 
dear little chamber, with the little diamond window in the old 
gable. She has sunk into a chair (it is a very soft one, cushioned 
comfortably all round, seat, back, and elbows), and very wet is 
that white cambric handkerchief which she holds to her eyes. 

But where is Captain Jenkinson? Oh! he’s there!— and he’s 
too bold and too true a lover to fly or sneak. There they stand, 
face to face, in the moonlight, the tall, slim Captain Jenkinson, 
and the tall stout Farmer Field, with his huge striped waistcoat, 
ready to burst with hurry and indignation, and his great stick in 
his hand. “ What, is that you, captain! My eye? What! was 
that you, a talking to our Anne?” “ Yes, friend Field, it is I; it 
is the Captain, that was talking to your adorable Anne; and here 
I am ready to marry her with your consent, for never shall wo- 
man be my wife but your charming Anne!” 

How that great elephant of a farmer stands lifting up his face, 
and laughing in the moonlight! How that “fair round corpora- 
tion with good capon lined” (good Shakespere, pardop our verbal 
variation in this quotation, in courtesy to the delicacy of modem 
phrases)— how those herculean limbs do shake with laughter! 
But, now, as the tears stream down his face, he squeezes the 
youth’s hand, and says, “ Who could have thought it, captain — 
eh? Ha! ha! Well, we’re all young and foolish once in our 
lives— but come! no more on’t — it won’t do, captain, it won’t 
do!” 

“Won’t do! won’t do! why shouldn’t it do, farmer, why 
shouldn’t it do?” “ Why, becos it won’t, and that ’s why — a 
captain and old Farmer Field’s lass— ha! ha! What will Lady 
Jenkinson say — eh? What ’ull that half-a-dozen of old guardians 
say— eh? The Honorable Captain Jenkinson and the daughter 
of old Farmer Field! What ’ull they say— eh? Say I’m a 
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cunning old codger; say I ’ve trapped you, belike. No, no— they 
shan’t say so, not a man-jack of ’em. Not one of the breed, 
seed, and generation of ’em, shall say old Farmer Field palmed 
his daughter on a gentleman for his houses and his lands. No, 
Anne’s a tight lass, and John Wright will come at the right time; 
and when you’re married to my lady Fitz-somebody, and Anne’s 
got the right man, come down, captain, and kill us a pheasant, 
and set up you horses and your dogs here, and we ’ll have a 
regular merry do, and another good laugh at our youthful follies!” 

But all won’t do. The captain vows he ’ll shoot all the old 
guardians of a row, and tell his mother to shoot him, if they 
make any opposition; and the very same night he sticks a note on 
the top of his fishing-rod, and taps with it at Anne’s little win- 
dow, with the diamond panes, in the old gable;^nd Anne, jump- 
ing from the easy chair, looks, out, seizes the paper, clasps her 
hands, casts down a most affectionate but inconsolable look, and 
sighs an eternal adieu! — then flying to read the note, finds the 
captain vowing that “ she may cheer up, all shall go right, or 
that he will manfully drown himself in the mill-dam.” 

Now, there is a pretty situation of affairs! and all that through 
incautiously wandering into the country, of a summer’s evening, 
and getting into one of these old-fashioned farm-houses. It would 
serve them all right to leave them in their trouble. It might act 
as a warning to others, and place the dangers of the country in 
their genuine light. But as the captain would be almost certain 
to drown himself, he is so desperate, (and then there must be a 
coroner’s inquest, and we might, at a very inconvenient moment, 
be called up to serve upon it,) we will for this once let things pass 
— all shall be right. The guardians relent, because they can’t 
help themselves. Lady Jenkinson bounces a good bit, but like all 
bodies of a considerable specific gravity, she comes down again. 
The adorable Anne is not drowned in her own pocket-handker- 
chief, though she has been very near it; and “The Times” 
announces, that the Honorable Charles Jenkinson, of the Light 
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Dragoons, was married on the 7th instant, to Anne Louisa, the 
only daughter of Burley Field, Esq., of Sycamore Grange, Salop. 

Merciful as we have been to this young and handsome couple, 
we think we have not failed to indicate dangers of no trivial de- 
scription, that haunt the bush in England, though there be no 
lions; dangers out of which others may not probably so easily 
come; for, without a joke, the Farmer’s Daughter in the bloom 
of beauty, is not to be carelessly approached. She can sing like 
a Syren, and is as dangerous as Circe in her enchanted island. 

It is not to be inferred, however, that all farmers’ daughters 
are like Anne Field. Plentifully as Providence has scattered 
beauty and good sense through our farms and granges, both these 
and other good things are given with a difference. There are 
such things amongst farmers’ daughters as ranks, fortunes, educa- 
tions, dispositions, abilities, and tastes, in as much variety as any 
lover of variety can desire. There are farmers of all sorts, from 
the duke to the man of twenty acres; and, of course, there are 
farmers’ daughters of as many degrees. There is a large class of 
gentlemen-farmers — men of estates and large capitals, who farm 
their two or three thousand acres, like some of the great corn- 
farmers of Northumberland; live in noble large houses, and keep 
their carriages and livery servants. Of course, the daughters of 
these, and such as these, are educated just the same, and have all 
the same habits and manners as any other young ladies. It is 
neither Cobbett, nor any other contemner of boarding-schools 
and such “scimmy-dish things,” that will persuade these damsels 
to leave the carriage for the tax-cart, the piano for the spinning- 
wheel, nor the fashionable novel for the cook’s oracle. They 
will “ stand by their order” as stoutly as lord Grey himself. 

Yet, if any body wishes to see the buxom, but housewifely, 
Farmer’s Daughter, that is not afraid “ to do a hand’s-char,” that 
can scour a pail, make a cheese, churn your butter— fresh as the 
day and golden as the crow-flower on the lea; can make the 
house look so clean and cheery that the very cat purs on the hearth, 
28 
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and the goldfinch sings at the door-cheek the more blithely for it: 
can throw up a hay-cock, or go to market, as well as her grand- 
mother did; why, there are plenty of such lasses yet, spite of 
all crinkum-crankums and fine-figuredness of modern fashion. 
Haven’t you seen such, north and south? Haven’t you met 
them on single horses, or on pillions, on market-days, in Devon 
and in Cornwall? Haven’t you danced with them on Christmas- 
eves in Derbyshire or Durham? 

There are some specimens of human nature, that not all the 
fashions or follies of any age can alter or make new-fashioned. 
They are bom old-fashioned. They have an old head on young 
shoulders, and they can’t help it if they would. You might as 
soon turn a wheel-barrow into a chariot, or an ass into an Arabian 
steed. There is Dolly Cowcabbage now, what can you make of 
her? Her father farms eighty acres, and milks half-a-dozen 
cows. He has nobody but her, and he has saved a pretty bit of 
money. Dolly knows of it, too. Her mother died when she 
was only about fourteen, and Dolly from that day began to be 
her father’s little maid; left her play on the village-green, and 
village play-fellows, and began to look full of care. She began 
to reap, and wash, and cook, and milk, and make cheese. It is 
many a year since she has done all those things entirely for the 
house. Those who know her, say “she has not thriven an inch 
in height” since that day, but she has grown in bulk. She is like 
a young oak that got a shock from a thunder-bolt in its youth, or 
had its leading branch switched off by some Jerry Diddle or other 
as he went past to plough, and has ever since been stunted, and 
has run into stem. She is “ a little runting thing” the farmers 
say; a little stout-built plodding woman, with a small round rosy 
face. She is generally to be seen in a linsey-wolsey petticoat, a 
short striped bed-gown or kirtle, and a greenish-brownish kerchief 
carefully placed on her bosom. She is scouring pails with a 
whisp of straw and wet sand, and rearing them on a stone bench, 
by the door, to dry and sweeten; or she is calling her cows up, 
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by blowing on a long horn; or calling her father and the men to 
their meals, out of the distant fields, by knocking with a pebble 
on a pail bottom. She is coming out of the fold-yard with the 
milk-pail on her head, or she is seated by the clean hearth, busy 
with her needle, making a pillow-case to hold the feathers she 
has saved. 

Such is Dolly Cowcabbage. She has had offers: men know 
what’s what, though it be in a homely guise; but she only gives 
a quiet smile, and always says “ No ! I shall never marry while 
father lives.” Those who don’t like “ sour grapes” begin now 
to say, “ Marry! no! Dolly ’ull never marry. There always was 
an old look about her; there’s the old-maid written all over her — 
any body may see that with half an eye: why, and she’s thirty 
now, at least.” But Dolly knows what she knows. There is a 
homely, close, plodding sort of a chap, that lives not far off — Tim 
Whetstone. He farms his fifty acres of his own. He has nobody 
in the house with him but an old woman, his housekeeper, who 
is as deaf as a bolt, and has a hundred and thirty guineas, of 
old gold, wrapped in an old stocking, and put into a dusty bee- 
hive that stands on her bed’s-head. Tim knows of that, too, 
though the old woman thinks nobody knows of it. She has 
neither kith nor kin, and when the lumbago twinges her as they 
sit by the fire, she often says, “ Tim, lad, I shall not trouble thee 
long, and then what two-three old traps I have ’ull be thine.” 
Tim is certain, before long, to find honey in the old hive; and he 
has been seen, sly as he is, more than once, coming over the fields 
in the dusk of the evening, in a very direct line towards old 
Farmer Cowcabbage’s house. He says, that it was only to seek 
a lamb that he had missed. But when somebody asked him if 
it was the same lamb that he was looking after so earnestly in 
church last Sunday, Tim blushed, and said, “All fools think 
other people like themselves,” and so went away. If the old 
woman should drop off, I should not be very much surprised to 
see these too farms thrown into one, and old Samuel Cowcabbage 
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having a bed set up in the parlor at Tim’s. In the meantime, 
Dolly goes to market with her maund* of butter, as regularly as 
Saturday comes. She makes eighteen ounces to the pound, and 
will have the topmost price. Beautiful cream cheeses, too, Dolly 
manufactures; and if any one attempts to banter her down in her 
price, Dolly is just as quiet, as firm, as smiling, and as ready with 
her — “ No,” as she was to her sweethearts. If I were to pro- 
phesy it would be, that Dolly will marry and have half-a-dozen 
children yet, as sturdy and as plodding as Tim and herself; but 
there is no knowing. She tells Tim they are very well as they 
are — she can wait; and the truth of the matter is, they have kept 
company these ten years already. 

A very different damsel is Miss Nancy Farley. She is the 
Farmer’s Daughter in quite another style. Nancy’s father is a 
farmer of the rough old school. He has none of the picturesque 
or the old-fashioned sentimental about him. He is a big, boorish, 
loud-talking, work-driving fellow, that is neither noted for his 
neatness in house, nor farm, nor person ; for his knowledge, nor 
his management. He is just one of those who rough it along, 
get a crop though there are plenty of weeds in it; have the miller 
complaining that their wheat is not winnowed very clean, and 
the butcher that their sheep died but badly; yet, they get along, 
pay their rent, lay something up, and by mere dint of a hard 
face, a hard hand, and a hard conscience, do as well and better 
than some. 

Nancy’s father farms his two hundred acres, and yet there’s a 
slovenly look about his premises; and Nancy has grown up 
pretty much as she pleased. As a girl, she romped and climbed, 
and played with the lads of the village. She swung on gates, 
and rode on donkies. When ten or twelve years old, she would 
ride bareback, and astride, with a horse to water, or to the black- 
smith’s shop. She thrashed the dogs, fetched in the eggs, suckled 
the calves, and then mounted on the wall of the garden, with her 

* A basket with two lids. 
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long chestnut hair hanging wild on her shoulders, and a raw carrot 
in her hand, which she was ready either to devour or to throw at 
any urchin that came in sight. 

Such was Miss Nancy Farley in those days, but her only appel- 
lations then were Nan and Nance. Nance Farley was the true 
name of the wild and fearless creature. But Nance was sent for 
by an aunt to a distance; she was away five years; she was at 
length almost forgotten, and only remembered when it was neces- 
sary to call any girl as “ wild as Nan Farley:” when lo! she made 
her appearance again, and great was the wonder. Could this be 
the gipsyish, unkempt, and graceless Nance Farley? This bright 
and buxom young lady in the black hat, and blue riding-habit? 
This fine young creature, with a shape like a queen, and eyes like 
diamonds? Yes, sure enough it was her — now Miss Nancy Far- 
ley indeed. 

Miss Nancy’s aunt had determined that she should have what 
is called “ a bringing up.” She had sent her to a boarding-school; 
and whatever were Miss Nancy’s accomplishments, it was clear 
enough that she was one of the very handsomest women that 
ever set foot in the parish. The store of health and vigor that 
she had laid up in her Tom-boy days, might be seen in her elastic 
step, and cheek— fresh as the cheek of morning itself! She was 
something above the middle size, of a beautiful figure, and a live- 
liness of motion that turned all eyes upon her. Her features were 
extremely fine; and her face had a mixture of life, archness, free- 
dom, and fun, in it, that was especially attractive, and especially 
dangerous to look upon. Her eyes were of half-a-dozen different 
colors, if half-a-dozen different people might be believed; but, 
in truth, they were of some dark color that was neither black nor 
brown, nor gray, nor hazle; but one thing was certain, they were 
most speaking, and laughing, and beautiful eyes, and those long 
flying locks were now, by some gracious metamorphosis, con- 
verted into a head of hair that was of the richest auburn, 
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and was full enough of a sunny light to dazzle a troop of be- 
holders. 

Miss Nancy had enough of the old leaven in her to distinguish 
her from the general run of ladies, with their staid and quiet 
demeanor. She was altogether a dashing woman. She rode a 
beautiful light chestnut mare, with a switch tail, and her bro- 
ther Ben, who was now grown up, with the ambition of cutting 
a figure as a gay blade of a farmer, was generally her cavalier. 
She hunted, and cleared gates and ditches to universal amaze- 
ment. Everybody was asking, “ Who is that handsome girl, that 
rides like an Arab?” Miss Nancy danced, and played and sung; 
she had a wit as ready as her looks were sweet, and all the 
hearts of the young farmers round were giddy with surprise and 
delight. Miss Nancy was not of a temper to hide herself in the 
shade, or to shun admiration. She was at the race, at the fair, 
at the ball; and everywhere she had about her a crowd of ad- 
mirers, that were ready to eat one another with envy and jeal- 
ousy. The young squire cast his eyes upon her, and lost no 
time in commencing a warm flirtation; but Nancy knew that she 
cotild not catch him for a husband — he was too much a man of 
the world for that, and she took care that he should not catch 
her. Yet she was politic enough to parade his attentions when- 
ever he came in the way, and might be seen at the market-inn 
window, or occasionally on the road from church, laughing and 
chattering with him in a fashion that stirred the very gall of her 
humbler wooers. The gay young gentleman farmer, the rich 
miller, the smart grazier, the popular lawyer of the county town, 
were all ready to fight for her; nay, the old steward, who was 
nearly as rich as the squire himself, and was old enough to be 
her father, offered to make a settlement upon her, that filled 
her father with delight. “ Take him, Nance lass, take him,” he 
cried, “ thy beauty has made thy fortune, that it has. Never a 
woman of our family were ever worth a hundredth part o’ that 
money.” 
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But Miss Nancy had a younger and handsomer husband in 
view; and Miss Nancy is Miss Nancy no longer: she has married 
the colonel of a marching regiment, and is at this moment the most 
dashing and admired lady of a great military circle, and the garri- 
son town of . 
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BY MISS WINTER. 

“It is most vexatious — most distressing !” ejaculated Mr. Bur- 
leigh, of Effingham, as he paced up and down his breakfast- 
room, awaiting the appearance of his lady. “ I cannot think of 
it with toleration!” he continued, as he stopped before the win- 
dow, commanding a view of his own spacious park, and of the 
distant Frith of Forth, with its rocks and islands. Nothing in 
the view, however, seemed to give ease to his troubled spirit; for, 
flinging himself into an arm-chair at one end of the table, which 
was loaded with the multifarious luxuries of a Scotch breakfast, 
he resigned himself to a gloomy despondency. At length the 
door opened, and Lady Harriet Burleigh entered. 

“ I do trust, Lady Harriet,” he immediately cried, “ I do trust 
you now see the necessity of parting with the cook! The dinner 
yesterday was execrably bad.” 

“ You have only to make up your mind to give the requisite 
salary,” replied the lady, with fashionable indifference. 

“ I have made up my mind, Lady Harriet, provided I can 
obtain a complete history of the man’s training. I will know 
where he began life: under whom he studied; and every family 
in which he has since lived,” said Mr. Burleigh, solemnly. 

“ Well, here is the document furnished by Chouffieur, Lord 
Dytchland’s late cook,” replied Lady Harriet; “ I told you, a week 
ago, I had received it.” 

“Highly satisfactory, indeed,” said Mr. Burleigh, reading, as 
he sipped his coffee with an additional relish. “ Salary, three 
hundred a-year; three under-cooks, a separate table, and the 
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exclusive use of a gig. Well, well, I agree to this; I will write 
and conclude the negotiation to-day. I must also see about 
another gardener, our fruit is very imperfect I shall insist on 
knowing every particular of his life, from his apprenticeship 
upwards. No ignorant bungler shall pretend any longer to be 
the cultivator of my grapes and pines.” 

A silence which ensued was broken by the loud lamentations 
of two childish voices, proceeding from the terrace outside, with 
a “ running accompaniment” of reprimands from the nurse. “ You 
deserve to lose your ball, Miss Ellinor,” said this “ cultivator” of 
Mr. Burleigh’s children; “it has fallen over the parapet just to 
punish you for jumping about like a boy, instead of walking like 
a young lady. Hold your tongue, Miss Caroline; I won’t give 
you back yours, because you only want to lend it to Miss Ellinor. 
You are both very naughly girls.” 

Mr. Burleigh raised his eyes from M. Chouffleur’s memorial of 
culinary studies, and muttered, “What a horrid noise those 
children make.” 

“ EUinor is getting too old for the nursery,” said Lady Harriet, 
languidly. “ I suppose we must get a governess.” 

“Very well — why not? I think you might as well choose an 
Englishwoman, that the children may not learn to drawl. Write 
to Mrs. Sharp to look out for one in town. The merchants are 
all breaking, and one of their daughters might be had cheap 
enough, I should think. I am sure five-and-twenty pounds a-year 
is ample for two such children as those.” 

This idea of the “ merchants’ daughters” included, in fact, a 
large proportion of those whose fate it is to become governesses; 
and who are among the greatest sufferers from the monotony and 
solitude of their new condition. They are, however, as likely 
as any other individuals to be qualified for the task; for, in no 
case, does any one think of inquiring whether a young lady who 
finds it necessary to “ take a situation as governess” is capable 
of educating successfully; neither are any pains bestowed on her 
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“ training.” She has only to say she is competent, and that is 
usually sufficient: she is required to profess and undertake to be 
universally accomplished. We constantly see advertisements in 
which a governess is required to teach everything. This being 
the fact, there is really nothing left for the unfortunate daughters 
of reduced gentility but saying they are able to teach everything. 
As to the general management of children, nobody ever supposes 
that requires any particular knowledge or habitude. It is evident 
that people think young ladies possess an instinctive power to 
educate; whereas it is a very rare talent, and depends on a 
peculiar order of sympathies and tastes, which require skilful 
cultivation. There must, therefore, necessarily be many inefficient 
governesses; and the good ones have all acquired their art by 
experience, and after many mistakes; while the indifference of 
parents as to the qualifications of the educator of their children, 
in comparison with their anxiety about the cook and gardener, is 
only too frequently like that displayed by Mr. Burleigh. 

The friend commissioned to “ look out” in town, took as little 
trouble as possible in making a choice, and fixed on Miss Villars, 
the daughter of a merchant suddenly reduced from wealth to 
utter ruin, because « she had good connections, and looked like a 
lady.” 

Miss Lucy Villars was indeed like a lady, in the best sense of 
the word, but yet was quite unfit to undertake education. Hav- 
ing lost her mother early, she had been her father’s companion 
for some years, and the delight of the refined society which his 
cultivated taste and high acquirements had collected around him. 
She had received a really fine education, but was not at all ac- 
complished in the requisite trivialities; she had never even been 
among children, and if she had, would never have been a good 
teacher, having all the qualifications for a delightful companion, 
but not for an instructor. To instruct, however, was her fate: 
she could not remain dependent on her father; nor could she, as 
if she had been a son, instead of a daughter, choose among dif- 


Digitized by <^.ooQLe 



THE FAMILY GOVERNESS. 


331 


ferent professions that which would suit her; nor marry a rich 
man she did not like, as she might have done, and as many do. 
She had no genius for any of the fine arts, and too correct a taste 
to deceive herself into believing she could attain excellence in any 
of them. She had, therefore, no other resource; and in engaging 
to educate when, in fact, she was unable to fulfil her engagement 
she did wrong unconsciously: her mind had never been turned 
to the subject. She was compelled, after many disappointments, 
to take this situation in Scotland, her deficiency in “ accomplish- 
ments” obliging her to accept a very trifling salary In a few 
weeks shehad gone through the bitter separation from her father, 
accomplished the voyage to Scotland, and alone in a post-chaise 
was rapidly approaching the gates of Effingham Park. 

The chaise drew up at the door of a large and splendid house; 
a party of. gentlemen with their dogs and keepers were lounging 
in the entrance, and three or four servants answered the post- 
boy’s ring. Miss Villars gave her name, and was assisted to 
alight by a footman, who answered to her inquiries, that “ my 
lady was out.” The gentlemen offered her no assistance in set- 
tling with the driver, or seeing her luggage taken out, but annoyed 
her by staring; at the same time laughing and talking among 
themselves as if they did not observe her, though, to the whis- 
pered question of one among them, she heard the servant reply, 
“It’s the governess come, my lord.” Reaching the entrance- 
hall, she encountered another party playing billiards, and after 
making her way through, found there was some demur as to 
“ where the governess was to be shown.” She desired to be taken 
to her own room immediately; and when she reached, sank into 
a chair, in a state of mind more confused than absolutely painful. 
She, who had all her life been the object of affection, deference, 
and respect, suddenly found herself desolate, and treated with 
neglect and absolute rudeness. The change was so complete that 
she scarcely comprehended it; yet, as a quick, confident step ap- 
proached, and a loud tap at the door announced Lady Harriet 
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Burleigh, she started to her feet with vexation that she should 
betray her emotion, for she felt that she trembled, and that her 
cheeks were wet with tears. The cold and distant interview, 
however, calmed her: feelings of any kind seemed quite out of 
place in the atmosphere of a Lady Harriet. “ She seems a poor, 
nervous thing,” said that lady to herself, as she left the room. “ I 
wonder Mrs. Sharpe did not choose better.” Miss Villars spent 
the evening alone, employed in writing to her father; sounds of 
laughter, loud talking, and music sometimes reached her, as doors 
opened and slammed, and the echoes vibrated along the hollow 
stone stair-cases and galleries; but no one came near her. 

The next day she began her duties with the children; and here 
a new and unforseen difficulty arose. It was singular that among 
all the fears she had entertained, that of not being able to manage 
her pupils had never once presented itself to her; but she soon 
found her incapacity. The eldest was haughty and self-willed; 
the youngest, sensitive and shy; and she could do nothing with 
either of them. She succeeded no better on further acquaintance. 
It was in vain she tried to discover the mode of interesting them 
in what they learned; and scarcely a day passed which did not 
end in scenes of crying and distress. 

Bad temper is a very common fault among governesses, and 
children are dreadful sufferers from this evil. They undergo a 
sad amount of unnecessary pain in the course of their education; 
but very often that which seems bad temper, is only incapacity 
to teach joined to the wish to teach well. A good educator is 
as sure to produce cheerfulness as to impart knowledge. 

Lady Harriet required, as a part of her duty, that Miss Villars 
should accompany the children to the drawing room after dinner. 
The first evening that she complied with this requisition, the 
ladies in a large group, were gathered round the fire at the fur- 
ther end of the gorgeously furnished room. They took no notice 
of her, though she was noisily announced by some half-dozen 
lapdogs, which, starting from rugs and cushions, yelped and 
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snapped at her feet. Lady Harriet, stopping in the midst of some 
piece of scandal with which she was amusing her guests, told her 
to “ take a seat,” and went on again. A lady would nowand 
then stare at her, and then whisper to her neighbor. The en- 
trance of the gentlemen produced the usual effect. They swept 
past her as if she had been a part of the chair she sat on, and took 
off the attention of the ladies from her. It was an inexpressible 
relief to get out of the room. She despised this cold-hearted vul- 
garity of assumed superiority, but she could not help feeling it 
bitterly, notwithstanding. 

A year of her irksome residence in this family had nearly 
passed, when it was suddenly brought to a conclusion. Among 
the gentlemen who one evening appeared in the drawing-room, 
was a baronet, an old admirer of Miss Villars, and whom she 
had rejected. But he had indulged very freely in wine, and no 
sooner observed her than he loudly expressed his delight at 
meeting her, drew a chair close to her, and began a course of 
high-flown compliments on her looks. She escaped from this 
unwelcome entertainment as soon as she could, unable to repress 
a smile at Lady Harriet’s amazed and irritated countenance; but 
next morning, a note from that lady, enclosing her year’s salary, 
dispensed with her future services, which “the extreme levity 
and impropriety of her conduct last evening made no longer 
desirable.” Indignation at this insolence, to say nothing of the 
ridiculous injustice of accusing her of the levity which an intoxi- 
cated guest had displayed, quickly gave way to joy that she was 
about to escape, and wonder that she had endured the thraldom 
so long. The first steam vessel that passed the coast, took her 
back to London. 

The next situation which Miss Villars obtained was in a quiet 
family near London. They were good-hearted people, experi- 
menters in education, and had tried various new plans with their 
numerous children, being anxiously desirous for their improve- 
ment; but with so little success, that their state of turbulence and 
29 
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idleness effectually puzzled Lucy, who was utterly unable to 
reduce them to order in the slightest degree. They would have 
required a skilful and experienced teacher, and she was neither 
the one nor the other; but her sweet manners and evident superi- 
ority of mind so won upon their parents, that when obliged to 
tell her that she was unfit for their family, they reccomraended her 
to a young heiress whose guardians were looking out for a lady 
whom they might hope would suit her taste, and be able to con- 
duct her education. Here, however, she only stayed a week; 
for her pupil declared “Miss Villars had all the lines of art and 
hypocrisy depicted on her face; and having never been deceived 
in a first impression, she neither would nor could learn anything 
of her.” 

Lucy would not suffer herself to despair. To become a burden 
to her father, would have been more painful than all she had to 
endure; and she left no exertion untried to meet with another 
engagement. She at length obtained one in the family of Mrs. 
Harrison, the wife of a rich banker who lived in Portman 
Square. 

Mrs. Harrison was reckoned a clever woman, and liked to 
patronise talent. She therefore frequently invited Mr. Villars to 
dinner, in his fallen fortunes, his conversation and literary tastes 
being of that order which she liked to have displayed at her 
table. Miss Villars had formerly visited this lady, whom she 
had also frequently entertained at her father’s house. 

An interview was appointed on an early day, and she was 
received by Mrs. Harrison in her private room, where she daily 
transacted all her domestic concerns before seeing company. 
The “lady” motioned the “ governess” to a chair with an air 
intended to mark the distance between them. 

“Miss Villars,” said she, “I like to make all matters of busi- 
ness distinctly clear at the beginning. I require in my governess 
that propriety of conduct which I may justly expect from the 
daughter of a talented sort of man like your father. I say 
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nothing of his imprudent losses: do not suppose for a moment 
that I mean to wound your feelings by any allusion to his bank- 
ruptcy;— of course, it was no fault of yours.” Here she paused, 
perhaps expecting a reply, but receiving none, continued: — “The 
Miss Harrisons have masters for all the requisite accomplishments: 
your office will be to keep them continually under your eye. 
They enter their study in the morning at seven, and retire to rest 
at nine at night: during that period I expect your attention will 
be unremittingly fixed upon them. You will partake of your 
meals with them: I consider your position, Miss Villars, in my 
family entitles you to this privilege. My youngest girl is not yet 
able to feed herself with propriety: you will, therefore, avail 
yourself of the opportunity to assist as well as instruct her. The 
three elder young ladies practise the piano and harp four hours 
a-day; and Miss Harrison, who learns singing, exercises her voice 
for two hours daily; to this you will carefully attend. You have 
a correct ear?” (Lucy had, to her cost, as the Miss Harrisons 
made her feel.) “You will also sit by at the attendance of all 
their masters; accompany their walks in the square; go out in the 
carriage with them when necessary; and remain in the gallery of 
the riding school while they take their lesson. You will speak 
French and Italian on alternate days with them, and take charge 
of their studies in English belles-lettres and arithmetic, under 
my direction. I offer you a salary of fifty pounds, to be increased 

to fifty-five at your second year of ser of residence in my 

family, should it last so long.” 

No establishment was ever conducted with greater propriety 
than that of Mr. or Mrs. Harrison; no young ladies ever applied 
to their studies with greater perseverance than the Miss Harri- 
sons. They played, they sang, they danced, they drew; t wan- 
gled the harp, scratched the guitar, screeched bravuras; they 
learned French and Italian, and wrote English essays; read En- 
glish books, and made extracts and abstracts and verses in albums; 
studied tambour-work, and carpet-work, and screen-painting, and 
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Grecian painting, and velvet-painting; cantered round the riding- 
school; and everywhere and at all times Lucy was with them. 
Mrs. Harrison told all her friends “ she had a treasure in her 
governess;” she was treated with the usual respect due to a go- 
verness, had her salary punctually paid, and every morning at 
ten o’clock the rustling of a silk dress announced the presence 
of Mrs. Harrison in the study, to wish her a stately “good 
morning.” 

Of what had Lucy to complain? She was merely excluded 
from all that makes life a blessing; dragging on a lonely existence 
languishing in a living death. 

Four years had wearily rolled over her head, but ten seemed 
to be added to her age. Her light, graceful figure had become 
large and heavy from want of air and exercise, and from torpidity 
of mind; her eye was dull, her cheek sallow, her manner apa- 
thetic; she suffered from constant head-ache; the daily walk of 
one hour round the eternal gravel walks of the square fatigued 
her almost to fainting. When, at last, left to herself at the close 
of each long day, she was unable to enjoy her leisure; but sunk 
exhausted into sleep. Her nights were either one continued heavy 
slumber, or disturbed with frightful dreams, and spent in restless, 
tossing wakefulness; forms and faces unbidden began to haunt 
her, and flit about her even in the day; she had become irritable 
to a degree that made her life a perpetual struggle to avoid giving 
offence. 

At this period a West Indian, a distant relation of Mr. Villars, 
who had never heard of his distresses, left him an immense for- 
tune. With a sentiment of high honor, he immediately divided 
it among his creditors, liquidating the debt of every man who 
had suffered by his bankruptcy. A few thousand pounds only 
remained to himself. “ With this capital,” said he to his daughter, 
“ I will re-commence life; in a few years, my dear Lucy, I will 
restore you to a home.” His daughter had no words in which 
to express her admiration of his conduct; she returned to hersoli- 
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tary room in extreme excitement; she had forgotten that high 
honor, generosity, and enthusiasm existed in the world; but now 
she seemed to awalite as from a dream into sudden life, she was 
unable to sleep, and before the night was over, impatience and 
irritation had taken possession of her: her head throbbed, her 
limbs ached; — “ In a few years I am to have a home. Ah! be- 
fore a few years have passed, I shall have found a home — a long 
home, for myself.” The night was succeeded by a dreadful day; 
the practising and singing were torture; she with difficulty re- 
pressed a shriek more than once during its continuance, and all 
her efforts could not repress her disgust at the vapid talk of the 
young ladies. Relieved at length from their society, she was left 
alone with the essays and calculations to correct, but in vain she 
tried to fix her mind upon her task; a horrible suspicion had 
haunted her throughout the day, and to avoid the thought she 
took up a Review which lay on the table, and tried to read. An 
article on “ Domestic Service” arrested her attention; “ this might 
apply to me” she thought inwardly. Suddenly she started, her 
eye glared, and she repeated again and again some words she 
found there. “ Next to governesses , the largest class of female 
patients in lunatic asylums is maids of all-work.”* u Next to 
governessesy ” she repeated. “ It is so — I know it — I am going 
mad.” Terrified at her solitude she seized the bell, but paused, 
fearing that any one who came would send her to an asylum; she 
then threw np the window, hoping the passers-by would relieve 
her loneliness. It was a lovely night in June, and the sky was 
glittering with stars; a strange hallucination seized upon her 
brain. 

********** 

Lucy had recovered — she was at home. She had taken her 
father’s hands in hers, and looked earnestly into his eyes; and he 
had listened to her words. “ You are right, my child,” he said 

* See an article in the London and Westminster Review, entitled “ On 
Domestic Service/’ It is from the pen, we believe, of Miss Martineau. 

29 * 
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with emotion: “ it is indeed a waste of life; and we have enough 
to live upon.” 

A few weeks after, they wero living in a ^uiet cottage at some 
distance from “ stony-hearted” London, to whose busy scenes 
they both resolved never to return. 
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BY OWEN PENGUIN* 

It is universally admitted that we — the English — arc the very 
best people to be found iri the world; and yet, it has sometimes 
occurred to us that rather too much deference is paid to wealth 
in this country. It is not, we have occasionally ventured to 
opine, the all-in-all— the only needful — the “tottle of the whole.” 
We have been now and then betrayed into the momentary belief 
that poverty is not altogether infamous, and that virtue in rags is 
hardly dealt by when it is sent for three months to the treadmill; 
it should be two months— say, six weeks. Having avowed our 
heresy, we proceed at once, lest we should be “ put down by 
clamor.” 

Profound was the remark of that sage, who must have read 
human nature to some purpose, when he averred that there were 
good and bad of all professions. We are entirely persuaded of 
this. Honest lawyers are to be found, if a man will but diligently 
look after them; the treasurer pro tem . does not always go off to 
America; and orphans sometimes come by their right. Accord- 
ingly, there are good and bad Stock-Brokers; many very good; 
some so-so, by which we mean, so at one time, and so at another; 
and a few, we dare say, bad enough. Indeed, we once knew a 
gentleman of the last description (he is now settled in New 
South Wales) who, had Ariel appeared to him, with the inti- 
mation, 

“Full fathom five thy father lies, 

Of his bones is coral made; 

Those are pearls that were his eyes;”— 
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would have bethought him, “ What a glorious spec, if one 
could fish up dad, and effect a sale of him by retail to the jewel- 
lers.” 

The overweening reverence for wealth (which is at once the 
criterion of, and the substitute for, morals) to which we have 
adverted above, certainly sets men upon strange contrivances to 
acquire it. Money must be got, or how is a man to be respect- 
able? the where-withal must be forthcoming, or how is one’s 
station in life to be preserved? an income must be realised, or 
how is Mrs. Robinson to make head against the Jenkinses, 
who have just mounted a carriage; put their man, with unexcep- 
tionable calves, into livery, and secured a coachman with a little 
yellow wig, and a triple row of curls behind it, for all the world 
like the aristocracy? 

Your Stock-Broker manages all this. By his so potent art he 
lures the specie towards him. With wanton heed, and giddy 
cunning, he flutters about the Money Market for a score or two 
of years, and then retires at a premium of a quarter of a million. 
But when I speak of “ your Stock-Broker,” I do not mean your 
formal, careful, business-like, unspeculative fellow, who buys in 
and sells out to order; who receives directions from his agricul- 
tural friend in the country, to invest a thousand or two for him 
in the Three-and-a-Halfs, the crops being so bad, and the price of 
corn not much above seventy: and who attends the old lady, from 
Kennington, once a quarter, to guide her hand whilst she signs 
the books, and to satisfy her queries respecting the sponge , and 
whether “those wicked Radicals” really do intend to wipe off 
the National Debt, as they threatened? It is true, this cautious 
individual is sometimes bitten by a crazy maggot, and ventures 
a little in Exchequer Bills, and nibbles at Tontine Debentures; 
and will buy a reversion, if the physician has realy shaken his 
head every day, during the last fortnight, at your asthmatic uncle; 
but he is plaguy prudent. He does not buy a pig in a poke; he 
must see the suckling, and determine whether he is real dairy- 
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fed. He looks before he leaps, and he looks a long while, and 
makes a small skip of it, after all; and if he can but get a paring 
off a slice of a loan, he goes home by the omnibus to his box at 
Clapton, waters his geraniums in the fore-court; and really thinks 
Mrs. Brown was quite right the other day; — there is room for a 
small coach-house and stable. 

Your real, bona fide Stock-Broker is a different class of being. 
To him the various turns of fate below are important only as 
they affect the turns of the market. He is solicitous about the 
funds which he never sees, and which he has nothing directly to 
do with; and he can tell the price of Consols to an eighth, at any 
given minute in the day. 

The Stock-Broker is either a Bull or a Bear — fanciful designa- 
tions! Would you fain know, dear uninitiated reader, why he 
is thus playfully and zoologically ranged? It is the nature of the 
bull to toss — for proof, look up and see yon retributive drover in 
the air! it is the nature of the bear to pull “ with downward drag 
austere” — witness the fate of Jlntigonus , in “ The Winter’s 
Tale,” as related by the Clown . “ Will that humor pass?” as 
Nym says. The Bull then speculates upon a rise in stocks — the 
Bear upon a fall. But should the Bull get his horns entangled, 
or the Bear singe his paws, while he is endeavoring to make 
himself warm, he is forthwith transformed; or, as Peter Quince 
currently reported of Bully Bottom, he is “ translated” into one 
of your tame villatic fowl; and a fowl, too, with an unhappy 
disqualification in one of its legs; in other words, he becomes “a 
lame duck.” Some, with more love of metaphor than of orni- 
thology, term him a waddler. Should any one be curious enough 
to wish to see either these Bulls, or these Bears, let him by no 
means enter their den in Capel Court, Bartholomew Lane. Lack 
of sedentery employment renders them sportive and frolicsome, 
and the prevailing humor prevades both old and young. They 
are all wags of the first water — practical Joe Millers. If kicking 
a stranger’s hat about the Exchange were pleasant badinage , or 
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unceremoniously shouldering the intruder, were agreeable banter, 
they might pass for wits. As it is, they are great in physical 
repartee: full of animal spirits — manual Sheridans. But, if he 
will plant himself near the west-end of Bank Buildings, he may 
see some of the lay-brothers of the establishment (who arc not 
members of the Stock Exchange) rushing to consult the Consol- 
thermometer, hung forth at the house at the corner; and if the 
financial Mercury be high or low, as the case may happen, he 
will hear the Bull roar, and the Bear growl, to his heart’s content. 

Many is the luckless wight who has driven his hogs to this fine 
market He has taken good care beforehand to soap their tails, 
and to put them upon their mettle; and it is astonishing how well 
they contrive to elude his fingers. The devil a bristle does he 
ever see of the herd again. For instauce, there was Parsons, the 
button-maker, of Cannon Street, whom we knew well. Fortune 
had favored Parsons: that is to say, after thirty years’ screwing 
and scraping, he had got together about ten thousand pounds. He 
thought of retirement, and Muswell Hill. The very place — the 
spot of all others, a terrestrial Paradise, without any fear of the 
serpent (the palings were too high for that)— had been chosen 
and approved, as he emphatically said, “ at home.” In hapless 
hour, Parsons turned an eye — both eyes — to the Stock Market. 

Be it known, that Parsons had been for thirty years a locomo- 
tive clock that never required to be wound up. You might tell 
the hour by him, the minute: his outgoings and incomings, his 
risings and sittings, were invariable. But he now became volatile, 
transitive, discrepant — a breathing enigma. His wife — he him- 
self endearingly called her his “ old woman”— could not make 
him out at all. “ Drat the man! what was he after? running in 
and out, and out and in, like a dog in a dancing school. His top 
story wanted repair; he was damaged in the upper works!” And 
so it fell out. Cards will beat their makers. Fortune’s wheel re- 
volves with more than railroad rapidity; and stocks will fluctuate, 
and people will never nick the right minute. “ Heigho! the wind 
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and the rain.” The one fell upon, and the other whistled round, 
a very different tenement (in which poor Parsons breathed his 
last) from the snug little villa at Muswell Hill. He died before 
the new act came into operation. 

And now it behoves us to furnish a brief account of the worthy 
gentleman whose “ picture in little” lies before us. Gregory Gray- 
son cannot, we believe, boast of an illustrious descent; and, if he 
could, we do not think he would be inclined to do so. His an- 
cestor might have come in with the Conqueror, but, if he did, he 
came incog . The truth is, Grayson’s sire was a ticket-porter, 
and his mother cleaned out the office of old Perkins, the Stock- 
Broker, whose father had been swamped in the frightful burst of 
the South Sea Bubble. Old Perkins was wont to term it “ Bubble 
and Squeak.” 

The unimpeachable manner in which young Gregory cleaned 
the shoes of Perkins, probably suggested to the latter that the 
lad might be made admirably fitted to step into them. He con- 
ceived an affection for him, raised him to the stool, taught his 
young idea how to dabble; and finally died, leaving him the 
whole of his property — no trifle, I’ll warrant you. Long before 
this last event took place, however, Gregory Grayson had become 
an adept in the art and mystery of stock-broking, and so he went 
on, mending and improving, 

“Till old Experience did attain 
To something like prophetic strain.” 

He is now warm — very warm; some call him red-hot. You might 
be fifty thousand out in a guess as to what he is worth; and name 
a high figure too. 

Be so kind, good reader, as to cast your eye upon Gregory 
Grayson. He is said to bear some resemblance to Old Perkins. 
It has been whispered— originally in confidence, no doubt, or the 
thing would never have been so rife — that Perkins was really — 
no matter. The hat — do you mark the adjustment of it? — is a 
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direct plagiarism from his former master; the frill is very Perkins. 
Blit times are changed. Perkins existed in the upper part of a 
dark house, in Birchin Lane, with a back view of the churchyard 
in which he lies, and spent his evenings at Toms’ Coffee House. 
Grayson lives in Woburn Place; gives, and goes out to, good din- 
ners, and intends, no doubt, to rest his bones in one of the best 
vaults of the Bayswater Cemetery. We know he is a large share- 
holder in one of those recent memento mori specs. He facetiously 
designates his shares post obits . 

Who knows — Gregory Grayson is not the man to care if all 
the world knew — that he married the daughter of the laundress 
who brought home his linen every Saturday night, with a little 
mis-spelt bill, receipted, it would seem, with a skewer? Mrs. 
Grayson once had personal requisites of no mean order, and is 
now as handsome as fifty-five will permit her to be; and, really, 
she is very much of a lady; much more of it than many who 
have been born, but appear never to have been bred, to it. And 
the two Misses Grayson are, in our opinion, charming girls, who 
can talk of poetry and Bellini, “Shakspeare and the musical 
glasses,” as well as the best brace of Misses in the parish of 
Bloomsbury. They were once mistaken, in the dress circle, for 
the Honorable Misses Somebody; we forget the name, but we 
have heard the story told a hundred times in Woburn Place: it is 
a great favorite with Mrs. Grayson. 

It is more easy to exemplify the character of Gregory Grayson 
than to describe it. One morning, he was seated in his office; in 
Warnford Court, “ doing a little bit of retrospective,” as his 
friend Larkins would have said, when that gentleman himself 
made his appearance. Mr. Larkins was one of those individuals 
who make it their business to attend to the business of other 
people, and whose pleasure it is to look upon everything as a 
joke. 

“ Caught you in a whitey-brown study, I see,” said he. 

“ Not at all,” replied Grayson. 
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“ Have you heard anything about Tom Beccles?” asked the 
other. 

“ No. I have only this moment got here. What of him?” 

“Oh! flown — gone— off! Ha! ha! how you look; gone with- 
out bidding any of us good-bye, I assure you.” 

Mr. Grayson ejected a piercing whistle: “ Who told you this?” 

“ Friend Bradbury,” said Larkins. “ Settling day to-morrow, 
you know, and it was far from Tom’s wish to settle. As he 
can’t pay all the difference, he prefers paying none; ha! ha! 
But I guess, by the length of your phiz, he has let you in— eh? 
come, that’s devilish good, ’pon my honor;” and Larkins 
grinned with the zest of a man who knows he has a good thing 
all to himself. 

Grayson’s face was certainly at a considerable discount, at 
this intelligence. “But Beccles has property?” ha said, in a 
slightly impaired tone. 

“ All settled, it seems, upon his wife, some months since,” said 
Larkins, coolly. “ Tom considers it a sacred duty to take care 
of his wife and family; he has said as much, and so the devil a 
rap will be got out of him.” 

“The scoundrel!” muttered Gregory. 

“What’s the figure?” asked Larkins, with an air of indif- 
ference — “ to what tune?” 

“About fifteen hundred — rather more,” groaned Gregory, as 
he returned his book to his pocket, after ruefully gazing at it for 
some minutes. 

“ Sweet — very sweet,” remarked the other. “ Guess what the 
sly dog has done. Bradbury tells me he has lately discovered a 
dubious brother’s imaginary widow with a huge supposititious 
offspring, and has resuscitated a helpless grandmother to keep 
them company; so that, you see, he has claims upon him. A 
pity they didn’t turn up before he made so many bargains.” 

“ I ’ll learn more about this,” said Grayson, snatching his hat 
from the desk with unwonted fierceness. 

30 
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“ By the bye,” said Larkins, taking his arm, “ I saw you look- 
ing at a play-bill yesterday.” 

“ Yes, yes, I believe I did,” replied Grayson impatiently; “ roy 
girls wish to see the new play at Covent Garden.” 

“ You never bet, I think?” inquired his friend. 

“ Never!” 

“ Sometimes at whist,” returned Larkins, “ I have seen you. 
I ’ll tell you, what: I ’ve taken fifty to thirty with Lightly, that 
* The Garden’ doesn’t do so well as ‘ The Lane’ this season, if 
‘ The Lane’ gets the Cherokees, and concludes an engagement 
with the three White Elephants from Siam. Shakspeare can’t 
stand against the Cherokee War-dance, and the White Ele- 
phants.” 

“ D ” Gregory was about to say — “ Shakspeare;” — but he 

checked himself, and bestowed his malediction upon the Chero- 
kees and the White Elephants, to be divided equally amongst 
them. “ Good bye, I ’m very busy now;” and he hurried from 
his imperturbable tormentor. 

Grayson had a large fund of philosophy, but unhappily, with 
mistaken generosity, he reserved the whole of it for the mis- 
fortunes of his friends, never drawing out the smallest portion of 
it for his own use. He was, so to speak, “ in a devil of a way” 
all the morning, and walked home, at four o’clock, with a parti- 
cularly bad opinion of mankind in general, and of the individual 
hight Beccles, in particular. The man at the crossing, in Blooms- 
bury Square, saw afar off that his accustomed half-pence would 
not be forthcoming on that day; and the footman, when he 
descended to the kitchen, reported that the old chap had snapped 
his nose off in the passage, and muttered something about warn- 
ing, and a place he knew of in Gower Street. 

“ No going to Brighton this winter, Mrs. Grayson,” cried Gre- 
gory, as he entered the drawing-room. 

“My love!” exclaimed Mrs. Grayson. 

“ My dear papa!” duetted the girls; but there was something 
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in the husband and father’s face, that told the three ladies it would 
be worse than useless to raise that questidn at present. 

It was not until the evening, in the drawing-room, that Gregory 
opened the case of “ Grayson v. Beccles,” which he did in a 
speech more remarkable for its feeling than its brevity. The dis- 
cussion upon it was scarcely concluded when Mr. Lightly was 
announced. The usual salutations having been gone through, Mr. 
Lightly seated himself. 

“ I did not see you in the city to-day,” said Grayson. “ Have 
you heard about Beccles?” 

“ I have.” 

“ What do you think of him?” 

“ A man of the world.” 

Grayson thought this a deuced heartless speech, and gave a 
dissenting grunt. 

“ When is Mrs. Lightly going to invite us to see the literary 
lion she spoke of?” inquired one of the girls. 

“Did Mrs. Lightly tell you she had secured a literary lion?” 
said Lightly; “ah! I remember, but he’s no lion, I assure you; 
no more like a lion, than a little trimmed French dog. Can I say 
a word to you in private?” he added, turning to Grayson. 

“Surely;” and the old gentleman led the way to the dining- 
room. 

“ Settling day to-morrow,” said Lightly with assumed calm- 
ness. 

“What a collector of rare news you are!” cried Grayson, 
ironically. 

“ I have stranger news to communicate; I shall be a defaulter.” 

“ Good God! Lightly, you don’t say so?” 

“ True as two farthings to a half-penny,” replied Lightly, shaking 
his head. “ Hang it, Grayson, it’s devilish hard too.” 

Grayson was mute for some minutes. “ Why do you come 
and tell me your misfortunes?” he said, at length; “I’m not in- 
terested in the matter: nothing between us, I think?” 
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“ Nothing; but you’ve been friendly to me, my dear fellow, and 
I felt I must unburden my mind to somebody. Yon won’t be- 
lieve me, but, upon my soul, I hardly dare go home. Poor Emily!” 

“ There it is,” cried Gregory, “ you’re so sanguine and head- 
strong, Lightly. I’ve always told you so. You wouldn’t take 
my advice. You’ve got the money in your pocket before it comes 
out of the Mint. You’re as bad as poor Berners, who blew out 
his brains in ’25.” 

“He!” cried Lightly; “no, not quite such a fool as Berners. 
Why, he’d plant an apple tree, and then, order the dough to be 
made for the dumplings.” 

“ And you,” retorted Grayson, “ would peel the apples when 
they were sowing the corn: that’s all the difference. What’s 
your deficiency?” 

“ Five thousand — rather more,” said Lightly. 

“ Um — awkward — very awkward. W hat do you mean to do?” 

“ Oh! I shall be able to make it up shortly, I dare say,” re- 
turned Lightly; “ but, in the meantime, there’s the devil. I must 
sell the place at Clapham, cashier the servants — tiger included — 
and live low and fight low, until things come round.” 

“ Mrs. Lightly won’t much like that,” remarked Grayson. 

“ Mrs. Lightly won't much like it,” answered the other; “ but 
I’ll tell you, Grayson, what Mrs. Lightly will like, and does like — 
a man of honor, better than a rascal.” 

Grayson’s face underwent a slight convulsion. He motioned 
as though about to rise. 

“By the bye, I’m detaining you,” cried Lightly; “ I’ll bid you 
good night.” 

“ If you’ll call upon me,” said Grayson, “ to-morrow morning 
at ten, you shall have a checque for six thousand, and our settling 
day shall be this day twelvemonths.” 

“ Do you say so?” exclaimed Lightly, springing to his feet, and 
accomplishing a snap of the fingers, that made the wine-glasses 
ring upon the side-board. “ Hang me, if I don’t have a painting 
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of you, Grayson; you shall be drawn as the good Samaritan: 
Howard was a humbug to you:** and he turned upon his heel, 
and passed his hand across his eyes. 

a Pm a great fool,” thought Gregory Grayson, as he walked 
up stairs, “ but that , as Perkins used to say, comes by nature. 
Lost fifteen hundred odd by Beccles, and may lose six thousand 
by Lightly. No matter. The girls shall go to Brighton, this 
winter, notwithstanding.” 

We saw Lightly, the other day, in his cab. He was in high 
spirits, and the tiger looked as formidable as ever. He repaid 
Grayson six weeks since. (This was told us in confidence.) 


30 * 
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BY DOUGLAS JK&ROLD. 

The Printer’s Devil ! There is much romance in the name — 
nay, much that takes us back to the stern realities of bygone cen- 
turies; when ignorance, and its attendant ministers, craft and vio- 
lence and cruelty, sat in the high places of the world, and the 
awakening intelligence of man was anathematised and scourged 
as the evil promptings of the fiend, and the day-spring of moral 
light was accounted as the “ pale reflex” of the eternal fires. 
Hence, the printer became a wizard and a magician; hence, he 
had a familiar; hence — the Printer’s Devil! In the day of dark- 
ness, in the hour of superstition, was our subject christened; it is 
now nearly four hundred years ago since he was baptised; and 
though his name was given him as a brand, great and mighty in- 
deed were they who stood his sponsors. He had among them 
cardinals and mitred abbots; nobles and richest citizens. They 
took counsel together, and called the goodly creature — Devil. 
Hence, he was to be seized, and bound and burned to ashes; 
amidst the chanting of priests, and the swinging of censers, and 
the aspersions of much holy water! 

And is it possible — some reader may ask— that little Peter 
Trampington, Printer’s Devil at the office of Vizetelly and Co., at 
the full salary of five or six shillings per week — is it possible that 
Peter can have had an origin so wonderful, so perilous? Yes, be- 
lieve it; the Printer’s Devil, though now a household servant — 
though now he run like a Robin Goedfellow from office to au- 
thor, and from author to office; though now he wait meekly for 
copy, or contentedly sleep away the time of composition, tarrying 
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some three or four hours for the chapter or essay that is “ just 
done”— even Peter, in the fifteenth century, might have had the 
singeing honors of an auto dajl; might have enjoyed a faggot 
from the same bundle as his master. 

It is pleasant, passing pleasant, in these times, to look back 
upon the perils of the printer, seeing him as he now is, crowned 
with a thousand triumphs. We can, almost with complacency, 
enjoy the predicament of John Faust, goldsmith of Mentz, offer- 
ing in the pious city of Paris, his printed bibles at five and six 
hundred crowns a-piece; and then, suddenly abating his demand, 
tendering them at the remarkably low price of sixty. The scribes 
take the alarm. The devil must be bondman to the printer. The 
books are curiously scanned, and it is manifest as truth, the uni- 
formity of the copies declares the workmanship, or at least the 
co-assistancc of Beelzebub himself. (A great reflection this on 
the legendary astuteness of the devil, that he should be so forget- 
ful of his own interests as to manufacture cheap bibles: but so it 
is; ignorance and persecution are prone to such false compli- 
ments.) Well! great is the uproar in Paris; the scribes, be sure 
of it — the ingenious, industrious men who copy bibles — very 
disinterestedly joining in the outcry. Faust is discovered— many 
bibles found at his lodgings; some of the books printed in his 
blood; a horrible fact, shown beyond all doubt in the red ink by 
which they are embellished; and loud and unanimous is the cry 
for fire and faggot to consume the magician. The wizard is 
flung into prison; and, to escape roasting alive as one in fealty to 
the fiend, he makes known his secret to the admiration of the 
world, and especially to the wonder and thanksgiving of the sim- 
ple church. Alas! little did her fat and rubicund children, feed- 
ing quietly in her cells like worms in nuts, little did they suspect 
the mischief hidden in the discovery. Little thought they that 
the first creaking of Gutenburg’s rude printing-press was, in the 
fulness of time, to be the knell of craft and ignorance. At that 
sound, had the monks had eyes, they might have beheld their 
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saints turn pale and wince; they might have heard old, profitable, 
penny-turning relics shake and rattle; and — 

44 In ums and altars round 
A drear and dying sound.” 

At the moment Gutenburg pulled his first proof (the historian of 
the popes has very disingenuously avoided the fact) the Pope 
was fast in his first sleep; but suddenly his holiness awoke with a 
bounce, and for at least five seconds wondered if he were the In- 
fallible or not. Strange ! it may be thought, that a little creaking 
at Mentz should make itself so very audible at Rome! 

Our present purpose, however, is not to follow the Printer’s 
Devil through all the windings of four centuries; but to speak of 
him as he is at the present day, after many and great mutations. 
That he gained his name as a reproach, in an age of darkness, is 
incontrovertible; many very respectable, tax-paying people in 
France dying in the faith that, though Faustus had cleared him- 
self with the too easy civic authorities, the devil must have had a 
finger in the printing, for all that. Hence, the Devil and Doctor 
Faustus became household words: and the Printer’s Devil, though 
now philosophically received as a creature of light, survives to 
these times. 

The Printer’s Devil of our day is the humblest fiamen at the 
shrine of the press. We would, did our too circumstantial con- 
science permit us, suppress all public knowledge of the fact; but 
the Printer’s Devil of the nineteenth century is, in the social scale, 
estimated at very little above the errand-boy. Thus, do length 
of days and familiar intercourse vulgarise the mysterious — make 
common-place the most dear. A youth running with a proof 
from the press of Gutenburg, or Caxton, or Wynkyn de Worde, 
was, so to speak, a messenger of state; the bearer of a miracle 
of art; the part and parcel of a mysterious body, sworn to 
maintain the secrets of their craft. Then, indeed, the Devil was 
somebody to be respected; and now is he — Peter Trampington, 
aged nine. 
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The Printer's Devil, however, of these days has one great 
advantage over the Devil of forty years ago. In his visits for 
copy— and believe it, reader, the calls of the Devil are anything 
but 

44 Angels’ visits, few and far between,” 

but daily; sometimes, if the publisher be a sanguine man, hourly 
— in these, his unremitting visits upon authors, the Printer's 
Devil has not, like the devils of a bygone generation, to mount 
so many pair of stairs. Authors have, it must be confessed, 
come down a little: once, the Devil had to climb for them to the 
top of the homestead; and now, such is the progress of things, 
authors may be said to meet the Devil half-way. This is as it 
should be. 

In the printing-office, the Devil is a drudge; yea, “a young and 
sweating devil.” There is no employment too dirty for him — 
no weight too heavy for his strength — no distance too far for 
him to walk; no, not walk, but run, or fly: for it is an axiom, 
that the Printer's Devil is never to walk— he is always to make 
haste; no matter how; he is “to make haste.” 

44 so eagerly the fiend 

O’er bog, or steep, through strait, rough, dense, or rare, 

With head, hands, wings or feet, pursues his way; 

And swims, or sinks, or wades, or creeps, or flies.” 

And the conscientious, pains-taking Printer’s Devil, on an errand 
for copy, is expected to emulate the indefinite action of the 
father-fiend. The vulgar errand-boy may saunter on the road; 
but the intelligent Devil — he who fetches and carries precious 
thoughts — he, the light porter to the brain — the go-between of 
author and the press — he may not lounge and tarry like a com- 
mon messenger; but, insensibly impressed by the consequence of 
his calling, by the wealth of which he is the depositary, he, in his 
motion to and fro, must approach as near to flying as is permitted 
to the human anatomy. 

The extraordinajy probity of Printer’s Devils — like many 


Digitized by i^ooQLe 



354 


THE PRINTER’S DEVIL. 


other virtues of the humble— has not been sufficiently wondered 
at. Be it our task to awaken the attention of the world at 
once to the beautiful confidence in human nature as daily illus- 
trated in the literary character, and to the surpassing rectitude of 
Devils in general. 

That the riches of the mind outvalue, to an inconceivable 
degree, all tangible wealth, whether in gems or metals, is a truth 
preached from a thousand pulpits — a truth we emblazon in 
our copy-books — a truth that even men of ten, twenty, forty 
thousand a-year are in a condition to very placidly admit. How 
often, if we search the archives of the police, shall we find gold- 
smiths’ porters — jewellers’ shopmen — nay, the clerks of bankers 
— how often shall we find them wanting! Plate has been stolen 
— diamonds carried off— moneys embezzled; yes, men in trust 
have succumbed to the blandishments of the baser wealth, and 
become naught. But when — and we put the question with a 
thrill of triumph at our heart— when was a Printer’s Devil ever 
known to embezzle his copy? When did he ever attempt to turn 
an article into money, and escape to France or America with the 
fruits of his wickedness? We answer for him — never. We call 
upon all the police magistrates, the Lord Mayor, all the aldermen, 
and with them of course Mr. Hobler — we call upon these gentle- 
men to confound us if they can. No: our Printer’s Devil, intrusted 
as he hourly is with valuables to which the regalia of the Tower 
— whatever Mr. Swift, the keeper of the same, may assert to the 
contrary — are as paste and foil-stones; made the bearer of thoughts 
more brilliant and more durable than virgin gold; a carrier of 
little packets outvaluing the entrails of Golconda; nay, single 
sheets, to which all the Mogul’s dominions are, at least in the 
opinion of one man, as a few unprofitable mole-hills; the Devil, 
freighted with this inconceivable treasure, despatched trust- 
ingly by its producer with this immortal wealth, goes unerringly 
to his destination; and with the innocence of a dove, and the 
meekness of a iamb, gives up his precious burden. He never 
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betrays his trust, not he. The Printer’s Devil takes not the 
mental gold to unlawful crucible — offers not the precious paper 
to the felonious money-changer — seeks no loan upon the copy 
from the pawnbroker; but, with a fine rectitude, with a noble 
simplicity of purpose, gives up the treasure to the hand appointed 
to receive it, as though it were rags or dirt. The oyster that 
breeds an union for the crown of an emperor, is not more unpre- 
suming on its wealth than is the Printer’s Devil on his costlier 
copy. 

And now, gentle reader, does not the Printer’s Devil present 
himself to your admiring imagination, despite his ink-stained 
hands and face, in colors of the brightest radiance? Jostled in 
the street, or, it may be, triflingly bespattered by mud from his 
mercurial heels, how little do you dream that the offending urchin, 
the hurrying Devil, has about him * something dangerous.” You 
know it not; but, innocent, mirthful as be seems, he is loaded 
with copy. He may be rushing, gambolling, jumping like a young 
satyr^and is withal the Devil to a newspaper. His looks are the 
looks of merriment; yet the pockets of his corduroy trowsers may 
be charged with thunderbolts. He would not hurt a mouse; and 
in his jacket slumbers lightning to destroy a ministry. Perhaps, 
for the whole Mint, he could not compass a sum in addition; and 
yet, it rests with his integrity whether to-morrow morning the 
nation shall be saved from bankruptcy; for, deposited in his cap, 
is an elaborate essay addressed to the ingenuous traders in the 
Money Market; an essay setting forth principles which, if adopted, 
shall in one fortnight transform beggared England into El Dorado. 

If the Printers’ Devils, as a body, knew their strength, what 
darkness might they for a time bring upon the world! A con- 
spiracy amongst the gas-men would be matter for a jest, com- 
pared to the Cimmerian gloom produced by Printers’ Devils, 
sworn to a simultaneous destruction of copy! We own, this is a 
dangerous suggestion; but, had we not a great faith in the natural 
goodness of our Devils, we might assure ourselves in their want 
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of combination. Besides, it is just possible that the Devil may 
bear copy as a bishop’s horse may bear bis master; without for 
one moment suspecting the wisdom, the learning, the piety, the 
charity and loving-kindness to all men, that he carries. We say, 
this is possible. 

We trust, however, that we have uttered sufficient to obtain for 
our Devil respectful consideration in his street pilgrimages, should 
the reader, by the smutched face, the very dirty hands, the air of 
literary slovenliness about his wardrobe, and withal by a certain 
quickness of expression, a shrewdness of face, detect the fiend; 
for, indeed, he has all these marks. The true Printer’s Devil is, 
after all, a very superior drudge. It would be unseemly in us to 
insist, that bis constant intercourse with a certain class of indi- 
viduals, whets his spirit, and endues him with a peculiar look of 
intelligence; but so it is; the Devil, especially the newspaper Devil, 
is as distinct an animal from the mere errand-boy, as is the wild 
ass of the desert from the ass of the sandman. Hence, should the 
reader meet with him, we crave for our devil, by the virtue of 
what he may carry, respectful consideration. Consider it: are 
there not some Printers’ Devils, nameless though they be, who 
may be considered almost classic? The Devil, for instance, who 
carried the proofs of the “ Vicar of Wakefield” to Goldsmith; who 
we will be sworn for him, rewarded his inky messenger with 
many a tester: the Devil, the constant Devil, who took copy from 
Johnson; Defoe’s Devil; Dryden’s Devil; the Devil who — but we 
will not number them: we leave it to the memory, to the imagi- 
nation of the reader, to call up, and picture to himself the legion 
of Devils that have visited the sons of genius and of wretched- 
ness: that now, climbing garret stairs; now, despatched to suburb 
hovels; and now to the squalor, the darkness, the misery of a 
gaol — for copy; have born from thence to the press, thoughts that 
have crowned human nature as with a diadem; thoughts sweet 
and sustaining as the air of heaven; thoughts, unfathomable as 
the sea, imperishable as the stars. 
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Yes; the Printer's Devil, in his day, has kept the best of com- 
pany; though, be it allowed, the parties visited have not always 
lived at the better end of the town, or at an easy distance from the 
ground floor. Neither has he a) ways found them at their venison ; 
or, the cloth removed, quaffing Burgundy; but, oftener, at hum- 
blest cates. He has, however, had great privileges. Frequently, 
when the poor author — the human civet-cat, cherished by some 
Lintot — has, for sundry reasons, eschewed the publicities of the 
town making to himself a hermitage at Barnes, or Islington, the 
Printer's Devil has had the right of call, all other visitors sedu- 
lously barred out. Civet — no, we mean copy — must still be had; 
and, certain as the village clock, came the Devil. 

Many and various are the pilgrimages of the Devil for what is 
now the daily food of a reading generation — the pabulum vitae 
of our age; the important copy. In these errands, the Devil has 
his small delights, as well as his drudgery. Visiting the spirits, 
whose peculiar boast it is to soften and refine the ruggedness and 
selfishness of life, the Devil, doubtless, in his own little person, 
proves the high mission ofauch ladies and gentlemen; and is often 
a practical example of their theoretic benevolence. For instance, 
the political philanthropist, at the very hour indicting the suffer- 
ings and wrongs of a tax-ground, bread-denied people; at the mo- 
ment glowing from head to heels with the hottest indignation at 
the selfishness of the rich, and with tears mixing in his ink for 
the miseries of the poor; he cannot suffer the little Devil, des- 
patched a two or three-mile journey, through wet and cold, for the 
invaluable copy, to shiver with a wet skin in the passage. No; 
he forthwith orders him to the fire; and whilst the philanthro- 
pist turns his periods, the Devil, it may be, helps to turn the spit; 
and the copy done, at length departs for the printer, with a belly 
full, and, perhaps, sixpence. Such, we are inclined to believe, 
was ever the custom of the late Mr. Cobbet: hence, we presume, 
it was always a contest among the Devils to obtain the honorable 
advantage of a mission to him. 
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Mr. Macquotient, though a mathematician, had the best sense 
of the wants and qualities of the Printer’s Devil. Thrice a 
week, the imp attended at the lodgings of the mathematician — 
we believe they were in the rules of the Fleet — with proofs of 
“ Logarithms!” Pretty, light, interesting reading for the little 
Devil. Mr. Macquotient, however, did not deem a perusal of 
the figures of itself a sufficient advantage to the quick-witted 
urchin. No; it was his custom — and we dwell upon it, for it is 
most worthy of imitation by all mathematicians, philosophers, 
and others, “ in the press” — to award to the early-coming Devil 
the benevolence of hot coffee, ad libitum , and two rolls liberally 
buttered! More: the Devil rarely left the mathematician without 
receiving three-pence; sometimes, a tester. We doubt not that 
tables of Logarithms, edited by Mr. Macquotient (would we 
could point out the edition) are superior to any other. Sure we 
are, the Devil thought so. 

The Printer’s Devil — if the author, by chance, live in respect- 
able lodgings— has a mortal enemy in the landlady. She, with 
little respect for literature in general, thinks only of one passage 
— that of her house. With no consciousness of the moral majesty 
of the press, she is keenly alive to the muddy feet of Peter 
Trampington (Devil). More: it may happen that a footboy shall 
appertain to the establishment; a young gentleman, whose green, 
succinct, button-bedecked jacket, very white collar, particularly 
clean face, combed, shining hair, and cut-and-dned manners, are 
one and all in great danger from the visits of the ragged, easy, 
dirty-visaged care-nothing Devil from the office. The urchins 
often meet in the passage, and the aristocracy of the footboy is 
perilled by the democracy of the press. Ignorance always 
exclaims against printer’s ink; hence, the following brief note, 
written by a landlady to an author, may be depended upon as 
genuine: — 

Charlotte Street, Fitzroy Square. Thursday. 

Sir — It is to me the painfullest annoyance to assure you that, in conse- 
quence of the many natty, dirty little boyt , constantly coming to you, I must, 
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for the respectability of my establishment, decline yon as a lodger. Yester- 
day, Amelios*8 [*. t. the footboy’s] cotton gloves were black as pitch, and 
not fit to wait at dinner, and all through your natty ^ dirty Uttk boys , who will 
talk to him. Believe me, sir, I give you warning with much pain, but I am 
answerable for Amelius’s morals to the parish; and it was only three months 
ago, I paid two pounds ten for his livery. Your humble servant, 

Elizabeth Rentinoton. 

P. S. — Should be most happy, sir, to keep you as a lodger, with this under- 
standing— -without the going and coming of the nasty, dirty little boys. 

It is thus Mrs. Remington speaks of Peter and his tribe. Peter 
is a Devil; therefore, to the illiterate, he is no other than a nasty, 
dirty little boy. And yet Peter — and there are many Peters 
Devils — has as much intelligence as would, without cotton gloves, 
make up twenty Ameliuses. Yes, for Peter is, by his very 
calling, bookish; nay, Peter is literary, and has been known to 
escape out at the very top of the house, and, lying on the tiles, 
has conned “The Arabian Nights.” Nay, more; Peter once 
poured forth his yearning soul in the following lines (a true 
copy): — 

44 1 wish not for Aladdin’s lamp, 

T is fed by Satan's pride, 

Lest worldly joys my virtue damp, 

May no princess be my bride.” 

Reader, do not, with the lodging-house landlady, think the 
Printer’s Devil only a nasty, dirty little boy. Though he be 
drudge to the press, he is of the press; hence, should you even 
once in your life tempt the perils of the type, treat our subject 
courteously, liberally; — give the Devil his due. 
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BT MRS. S. C. HALL. 


Most people have heard the story of the Bricklayer’s Laborer, 
who laid a wager with “a boy” in the same “trade,” that he 
would carry him, on his hod, to the summit of a five-storied 
house in perfect safety. The feat was accomplished; and the 
delighted carrier capered with glee at his triumph. “Ah, be 
dad!” exclaimed the carried, who most unquestionably would 
have been dashed to atoms if the other had made a false step; 
“ Ah, be dad! I had great hopes once, whin, a little more than 
half way up, ye made a stumble!” It is impossible not to 
laugh at this recklessness of consequences, so very characteristic 
of my poor countrymen. The story may be called “a Joe” or 
“ a jest;” but there is no mistaking the nationality of its detail 
and its moral. Paddy’s whole body and mind is imbued with a 
love of “fun;” no matter what the hazard maybe, he will have 
his fun out; he never could, never can, never will, trim his barque 
carefully, and sail quietly down the stream of life. Not he, 
indeed! He will feather his oar with the breakers a-head; and 
mingle death and laughter together. Not that he is unfeeling; 
oh, no! When away from the influence of either of the three 
excitements that, united, may be termed the Black Shamrock of 
Ireland — the excitement of whiskey, sectarianism, or politics — 
Paddy’s heart is full of the most generous sympathies and affec- 
tions. He will weep at the misfortunes of others, but laugh at 
his own. I remember once hearing of a young countryman, 
Alick Grace by name, who had lost his all by the failure of a 
provincial bank. A gentleman overtook him as he was returning 
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to his farm, and perceived that lie was laboring under some 
strong feeling: he was running; springing, and whirling his 
shillala; at last, his animal spirits sunk; and, leaning his head 
against a tree, the poor fellow burst into tears. “For shame 
Alick!" exclaimed the gentleman: “for shame! bear up against 
your trouble like a man: you have youth, health, strength, and a 
good character, there is no fear of your doing well, Alick Grace 
— none in the world." 

“ The devil a fear, sir; I know that, now that I come to think 
of it: but sure it’s little right that a gorsoon like myself would 
have to think of himself, and trouble over the poor cabin-keeper 
like a thunder cloud powering down destruction on him and his; 
— and the thing that crushes my heart most, is the picture of 
Mary Mulvany — God look down on her! — standing like a statue 
opposite the bank door, pressing her small children to her bussum, 
and the thrifle her young husband left gone, and nothing but the 
road to take to. I never thought of my own share when I 
looked at her, until I thought if I had it back, it’s to her I’d give 
it— the darlint!’’ 

“ Marry her, Alick," said the gentleman. 

“ Be dad, I would, sir! and take poor Larry’s children into the 
bargain, but I wouldn’t distress her feelings by naming the like in 
her hearing: for well I know her heart's in her husband's 
grave! I wonder at ye, sir, to think Alick Grace could cry for 
the loss of his own money!" 

This little episode may, perhaps, be considered out of keeping 
where it is the writer’s duty to portray but one object^ a thing I 
find it difficult to do when treating of the inhabitants of the 
“ green isle,’’ because obliged to select out of an» abundance, not 
a dearth, of subjects. At least, forty Bricklayer’s Laborers pass 
our garden gate every morning and evening; the sound of their 
brogue ascends, though there is neither mirth nor quarrelling 
amongst them; for the Bricklayer’s Laborer is a peaceable 
person, except, perhaps, on Sundays; when he loses his identity, 
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exchanges his cap for a hat, his jacket for his national long coat, 
his hod for a shillala, and becomes, instead of an up-going, down- 
coming, mortar-making machine, a genuine son of the sod! 
Dwelling, most likely, in the neighborhood of Saffron Hill, Seven 
Dials, Paddington, or Jew’s Row, Chelsea, there on a Sunday 
morning, he sometimes indulges in certain outbreaks which 
invariably create much amusement in the police-offices:— except 
then, he is a well-ordered machine as to his labor, careful and 
circumspect, well knowing that his lot is cast in an enemy’s 
country; knowing that every laboring Englishman would be most 
happy that he remained in his own island to starve, so he did 
not trench upon what he considers his exclusive property. The 
Bricklayer’s Laborer lives upon one-third of what is required 
to support an Englishman, and he does a third more work; he 
eats his mid-day meal, brought to him by a fair-haired colleen 
or a rosy boy, under the wall he is building; he does not heed 
the weather; he does not, if he can help it, heed the reproaches 
flung in his teeth by those who feed on bread and bacon, while 
he is content with herring and potatoes; he sacrifices (without 
thinking it a sacrifice) a portion of his earnings to keep his old 
mother from the parish. His charities are voluntary: an Irishman, 
no matter how poor, is generous; if he has not money to bestow, 
he gives his sympathies, his time, his affections; his heart is 
never closed, though his pocket may be empty. There is Law- 
rence Larkin, or as he is called, Larry Larkin-*-! cannot select 
a better specimen than Larry — whom I have known long, and 
whose virtues I honor — I do not care whether a man’s shoulder 
bears an epaulette or a hod, if he has a generous and feeling 
mind — I honor it , and not the badge he wears. Larry in his 
calling, is a genuine Bricklayer’s Laborer; a creature perpetually 
moving between earth and heaven, continually ascending and 
descending; whose existence depends on the soundness and safe 
placing of a ladder, and the balancing of a hod. See him as he 
stands in the very act of preparing for his ascent, his hod heavily 


Digitized by ^ooQte 



THIS BRICKLAYER^ LABORER. 


363 


laden with its usual freight; he rubs his bands together to rouse 
their dormant circulation; then weighs it, as it were, but the 
motion is to ascertain if the bricks are securely in; and then, 
having found all right, places it on his shoulder, which he jerks 
so as to fit on the hod as if it were a part of his dress; all this is 
done carefully, treating the hod as if it were a badge of honor; 
and so it is, Larry — the badge of honorable industry. 

The hod being fixed, up he goes, firmly and lightly, rapidly 
too, considering the load he carries — and now observe him: his 
figure is not very tall, but it is muscular and compact: has he not 
less of the gay-hearted Irishman in his manner, while at his work, 
than any other out door laborer? those who labor within doors 
are always more silent, more shut down, as it were, by the roof 
that covers them— less buoyant, less gleesome than those around 
whom the fresh, free air, even of a city, blows, during the hours 
of toil; but Larry Larkin’s business, though ont of doors, is both 
laborious and careful; a false step, on the ladder, would be his 
destruction, and he knows it; he does not sing at his work, though 
he is happy; his jacket of white flannel is powdered with the 
mingled dust of lime and brick; his stockings are of white worsted, 
similarly spangled; his brogues, guiltless of blacking, and his cap, 
a low, flat, round cap of gray skin, does not descend low on the 
back of his head, so that you see his thick, bushy, lime-powdered 
hair, curling beneath it; his great bodily attribute is strength — his 
mental one, patience; there is no variety in his occupation, no 
change: consequently the Bricklayer’s Laborer is the most steady 
of all Irishmen. Sometimes when the wind blows the smoke in 
an opposite direction, and the clouds disperse, he leans his arms 
for a moment on the hod which he has rested on the comer of the 
parapet wall of that tall house, turns up his face to the clear, 
blue sky, and fills his ample lungs with a long draught of heaven’s 
elixir. Who can tell, within the compass of a few moments, the 
torrents of ideas, the floods of precious memories, that rush back 
into his heart; he does not know how they come— those mys- 
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terious visitors — but they are there, winged by the western wind 
from his own isle: not redolent of abundauce, that idol of a mind 
more gross than the poor Irishman’s, but laden with dreams of 
the affections of his youth, his mother’s blessing, his father’s ad- 
vice, the parting words of some “ little Colleen,” whom his own 
fagging, faithful Peggy would just as soon he did not remember; 
the dance, the jest, perhaps the fight at the last fair, or the me- 
mory of some love-lay rises above the turmoil of the noisy street, 
though the lips that breathed it may have long been cold; he gazes 
on the expanse of sky until his imagination has converted the 
very smoke, hanging like a pall over the great city of the world, 
into his native hills; and if the notes of a captive bird rise upon 
the air, his heart swells within bis bosom: the carol of the wild 
lark, the blackbird’s whistle, the thrush’s chaunt, the plover’s lone- 
ly pipe, the music of early peasant life, ring in his ears — and all 
this passes within the compass of a minute, before you can read 
half what I have written: the dream of his country is over, the 
romance is past; he is the poor, patient, plodding, Bricklayer’s 
Laborer, descending with his hod, again to ascend, but not again 
to dream; those visions are “ few and far between,” but, like the 
mountain rill, rushing into the bosom of the silent lake, though 
its identity is lost in the tranquil waters, it has purified, in some 
degree, the stagnant pool; it has disturbed the weeds; it has 
brought the freedom of the hill into the valley; the spirit of the 
poor man is revived within him, and his step, in descending, is 
more firm, his eye more bright than it was. 

I have observed that the relaxations of the country, the walk 
on the hill side, away from town, the stroll in the fresh air, the 
game of cricket on the broad green common, send men back to 
their work with renewed cheerfulness, and an increased disposi- 
tion to labor, while they are at it; but the feverish and unhealthy 
relaxations of the town — the pint and pipe of the hot tap-room, 
the fever of the cheap theatre, dissipate without amusing. Our 
legislators would do well to encourage the occasional migrations 
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of our working classes to the neighborhood of London; where 
strictly rural sports could be enjoyed under regulations conducive 
to health and mental cheerfulness. 

No one, I repeat it, was ever able to recognise a Bricklayer’s 
Laborer on Sunday; he casts his hod, his coat and his carefulness 
together, as a snake does his skin; he is on Sunday like any other 
Irishman, ready for a spree or a fight, a frolic or a quarrel. On 
Sundays, even Larry Larkin is a complete Irishman; on other 
days, he is a Bricklayer’s Laborer! 

Larry occasionally, when out of work, does a small job for his 
neighbors: he will come over hours, repair a drain, mend a wall, 
or even dabble in what he calls “ Roman Cimint — God bless it!” 
The greenhouse flue has been “ touched up” by Lawrence half- 
a-dozen times; and the last time he came “ to look at it,” he was 
reproached with the fact, “ that it smoked as much as ever — that 
the plants were suffocated!” 

“ See that now!” he replied; “ See that now! didn’t I know 
it! I said to Peggy, * Peggy,’ says I, 4 I’m sent for to the Rosery, 
and I’ll go bail it’s that vagabone flue again.’ Sorra a plant ’ill 
be alive with it by Lady Day!” 

u But that is your fault; you assured me you would cure it.” 

" Jlndt so I did! but it’s got bad again: it’s had what the 
Doctor calls a railapse, and how can it help it — the craythur! 
Sure the air ’o London would smotherificate any chimbley that 
ever was built: hasn’t it smothered myself, and Peggy, and the 
childre all *out — bad cess to it for air: sure its thick enough for 
mate and drink, though bad as times are, we’re not behoulden to 
it, God be praised.” 

“ Who do you work for now, Larry?” 

“ A grate gintleman entirely, a great builder, though onc’t he 
wasn’t much betther off than myself. I heard tell he come to 
London with little to cover him but the care of the Almighty; 
and he wasn’t altogether a gorsoon (little boy), but a fine lump 
of a young man; and he went to a gentleman, who (the heavens 
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be his bed!) was mighty good entirely to the poor Irish, and he 
axed for work, and there was a big heap of stones at one comer 
of the coort yard; and the gentleman said, ‘If ye want work, 
my man, carry them stones to the opposite corner;’ and the poor 
stranger set to and did as he was bid; and when he had done, 
he tould the masther, and axed him what he should do next; 
and the masther said, ‘ Take every one of the stones back to 
where ye found them;’ and he did so, and tould the masther 
again when he had done; and the masther was plazed, ye see, 
becase he did exactly as he was bid, neither more nor less, and 
axed no questions; and the masther said , € You ’ll do for me,’ and 
gave him constant employ; and from that day he riz, riz, riz, like 
a house a fire; and grate sense, and grate luck he had: he knew 
the ganeus of the English — quiet, hard-working, aisy going, and 
no bother, nor blarney.” During the latter part of these observa- 
tions, Larry had been investigating the state of the flue, and 
despite the air, again declared he could cure it. 

“ For how long, Larry?” 

“Ah, thin, what doctor could answer such a question as that? 
we ’ll get rid of the desease for the prisint, any how; and then I 
must go home, where I ’m wanting; for ye see I ’m raythur tired 
to-day, and I’ll tell ye how it was: — When I quitted the sod 
(left Ireland), I left no one at home with my poor mother but my 
little brother, Barney, a slip of a boy, and her. heart and soul was 
in the child; but he turned out wild, and left the counthry. It’s 
little I could do for the poor lone mother; and she so far off, but I 
often thought of her, and would send her a thrifle now and again, 
and a word, telling how I was treading the ladder of life — now 
up, now down, the same as the quality, who, many of ’em, are 
done up, like the houses, with the Roman Cimint — God bless it 
— to look like what they aint: but that’s not my business; only 
there’s nothing like the rale lime and stone, afther all. Well, my 
wife says to me one day, or rather night — it was of a Sathurday; 
and I had earned a power that week, for it was task-work, and I 
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had slaved over-hours, and felt wake in myself, and she was 
making me a sup of punch, and I had taken out my money, and 
laid a couple of shillings together for a throwel for the neighbor’s 
jobs, and another thrifle for a pair of shoes, besides the rint; and 
there was a little over, and Peggy says to me — 1 Larry,’ says she, 
i our Heavenly Father’s very good to us in a strange counthry,’ 
says she, (for she was always a God-fearing woman); ‘ and ye ’r 
a good husband, and a good father, and the quietest man in or 
out of Ireland, when the drop’s not in,’ she says (I ’d be ashamed 
to be praising myself, only them war the very words she spoke); 

‘ and I often see ye sit solid as a pillar, looking out of yer eyes, 
straight forward, saying and seeing nothing, until yer eyes, 
avourneen, swim in tears! and thin, Larry, I know you do be 
thinking of your ould mother, and she alone in her latther days: 
and here,’ she says, taking out the rimnant of a leather apron, 
tied into a bag — ‘here is what will bring her over; what I’ve 
saved out of my washing at the laundry; and put that thrifle to 
it: I havn’t touched a drop of beer, nor wouldn’t, for the last four 
months; and ye ’ll be happy all out then, Larry; and we ’ll make 
the ould woman happy; and sure she ’ll take delight in the grand- 
childre. Often when I ’ve been putting the bread into my 
mouth, I ’ve thought that your mother had nothing, may-be, but 
a wet payatee! And, do, Larry, send for her, in God’s name; 
we ’ll be nothing the poorer for it, for a mother's breath is a 
blessing in a poor man's house.' Well, I had Peggy in her 
young days; and at first her two cheeks war like two roses, and 
now they ’re as white as lime; but I thought I never see anything 
look so handsome as she did then; and while her poor, hard, 
slaving hand trembled in mine, I couldn’t spake, but I hid my 
face in her apron, and cried as much tears as would make a 
hod of mortar: — the poor craythur! denying herself— and for 
my mother! 

“ Well, the ould woman came, and we would have been very 
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happy, only the* poor mother could not forget Barney, the boy 
that left her; and this very morning, we war mighty busy entirely 
with the new houses— and the masther gives a hand’s turn to 
many a boy (God bless him for it!)— and I see two or three 
strangers among them— the laborers, I mane— and one poor look- 
ing fellow; and I observed him mighty wake. ‘ My man,’ says 
I, ‘don’t fill the hod; for you’ll not be able for it; and keep steady,’ 
I says, ‘ and I’ll go behind ye.’ With that, he shoulders it migh- 
ty awkward, like a young soldier with his musket on first drill, 
and with a laugh. ‘ I never could keep steady,’ he says. Well, 
the laugh, and the look of his pale, rowling, but bright eyes, dull 
and starved looking, made my flesh creep. Death is bad enough 
to look at when it is could and stiff; but just so much life left as 
keeps fire in the eye, while everything else is all as one as dead, 
is shocking to see; and somehow, as I followed him up the ladder, 
I felt as if I was following a corpse . 

“ He had not gone up six rungs of the ladder, when he stum- 
bled; but I let my own load go, and cotched him just as he went 
over the side. I carried him down; he was as light as a child of 
two years ould — no weight in him. With that, one of your half- 
gentlemen, who was passing, looks at him: — ‘He’s drunk,’ he 
says. I couldn’t make him no answer, for I was choked with 
the injustice of the world {the boy's breath had been on my 
cheek not three minutes before , and was as innocent of spirits 
as a new born babe's); but Jerry Clure— a fine tongue has Jerry, 
when he lets it go, and fine education — makes answer, ‘He is 
drunk from the fulness of want: sorra a bit of sup has passed his 
lips these twenty-four hours: and it is a sin and a shame for the 
likes of you, who have plenty, to turn such a word on a stranger. 
If a poor boy reels with the wakeness of starvation he is drunk; 
if a rich one reels afther a dinner that would satisfy a wife and 
five children, he is excited V — them war his words: and at the 
same time, just as we war all gathered about him, one with 
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wathcr, another with whiskey — all according to their ability — my 
poor mother comes up with the bit of dinner. i What's the mat- 
ter?' she says, and some one tould her: and with that, she makes 
into the throng; for she's a feeling woman. ‘ Give him air,' she 
says; and as they drew back, she looked in his face; and then — 
my grief! — the shriek of her would pierce a heart of stone. She 
just threw up her arm in the air, with one wild cry, and fell upon 
the poor stranger. 

“ I knew who it was Men," said Larry, turning away to con- 
ceal an emotion which does honor to a man, and which, never- 
theless, he is always ashamed of; “I knew the poor boy was — 
my own brother?" He paused, and then added, “ I wonder 
has any of the grate people made out, in these improving times, 
what it is that draws people’s hearts together without a rason or 
a knowledge. I'm too ould to take much to strangers; but I felt 
my heart turn to that boy from the minute I seen him— a some- 
thing stir in my breast to him — little thinking what it was. It's na- 
ur', I suppose; turn it which way they will, it's natur’; they 
can't go beyond it, nor get past it, with all their laming it will 
have its own way — why not?" 

I asked how he was. 

“ A wild life, ma'am; but I hope the end will be paceful; he 
can't live, he's too far gone: but sure his mother and people are 
with him, and the Lord is merciful." 

Lawrence Larkin shouldered his hod — the usual steady ex- 
pression of his features returned — he, as I have said, shouldered 
his hod, and departed. Few, if any, who pass him in the street 
will vouchsafe a thought upon him. During the week, he is a 
Bricklayer's Laborer; a creature born to the destiny of carrying 
a hod and making mortar — and that is all! — on Sunday, he is 
confounded amid the hosts of “ poor Irish," “ disorderly Irish," 
“ laboring Irish;" “dirty Irish!" hated with a bitter, but most 
unworthy and undeserved, hatred by his own class of English 
32 
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fellow-subjects, while the more refined consider him as a disor- 
derly being, to be either feared or laughed at. 

Does Larry Larkin, the Bricklayer’s Laborer, deserve to be 
so looked upon? Believe me, English reader — you with whom 
justice is always a duty — believe me, amongst the class you either 
overlook or despise, Larry is by no means an uncommon cha- 
racter. 


THE END. 
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Sermons, &c., &c. 


THE WHOLE REVISED AND CORRECTED BY HIMSELF. 


TO WHICH IS ADDED, 

HIS LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE, 

EDITED BT 

J. G. LOCKHART. 

Forming the only complete and unipoem edition of the writings of the “ Ma- 
gician of the North, ” ever published in America. 

THE WHOLE COMPRISED 

IN TEN LARGE OCTAVO VOLUMES, 

EMBELLISHED WITH TEN FINE ENGRAVINGS. 

Price, elegantly bound in embossed cloth and lettered, 920. 


the wavbrlby novels, 

With the Author’* latest Corrections and Addi- 
tions, 

COMPLETE IN FIVE VOLUMES, 8vo. 

PBIOB TBS DOLLARS. 


Digitized by 


Google 



D’XSRAELX’S WORKS, 

COMPLETE nr ONE VOLUME, OCTAVO, WITH PORTRAIT. 


COMPRISING 

Vifim Grey, T*le of Alroy, 

Young Duke, Rise of lakauder, 

Contariui Fleming, HenrieiU Temple, 

Vonetia. 


LADT BLESSXNGTON’S 

COMPLETE WORKS, 

IN ONE VOLUME, OCTAVO, WITH PORTRAIT. 

COMPRISING 

The Two Friends, Confessions of an Elderly Lady, 

The Repealers, Victims of Society, 

Confessions of an Elderly Gentleman, Conversations of Lord Byron, 
Gems of Beauty, Ac., dec. 


MISS LANDON S COMPLETE WORKS, 


IN ONE VOLUME, OCTAVO, WITH A PORTRAIT. 
CONSISTING OF 


Prose. 

Romance and Reality, 
Francesca Carrara, 

Traits and Trials of Early Life, 
Ethel Churchill, 

Book of Beauty. 


Poetry. 

The Improvisatrice, 

The Troubadour, 
Venetian Bracelet, 
Golden Violet, 

Vow of the Peacock, dec. 


NOTICES OP THE LIBRARY OF 8TANDARD NOVELS. 

•‘The praise of Miss London has been in all the literary circles, since the publica- 
tion of the ' Iroprovisatrice,” in 1824. Her Poems placed her in the first rank of her 
contemporaries, and her Novels have fully sustained this enviable reputation. The 
publishers have dene her full justice in this elegant edition of her works, which adds 
one more volume to their series of complete works of popular authors, making fifteen 
volumes in all; and comprehending the works of Bulwer, Marryat, Disraeli, Lady 
Blessington, and Sir Walter Scott; the last in ten volumes, royal octavo, to correspond 
with the others. What a library of light and solid reading! What an everlasting 
fund of entertainment for one who lives on his plantation, and has much spare time!’* 
— Meesenger. 

44 One of the handsomest books of the day is that embracing the complete works of 
L. E. L , which has just been published by Carey k Hart. The admirers of that gifted 
lad)— and she has them by thousand*— will be pleased to possess this most various 
volume.” — Philad. Gazette. 

*■ The writings of this accomplished lady are too highly and too generally esteemed 
to render necessary a word of commendation from us. We may say, however, that the 
publishers have done their share of the work well.” — XJ. S. Gazette. 


Digitized by tjOOQte 



Digitized by ^ooQte 


Digitized by ^ooQte 


Digitized by 



Digitized by ^ooQte 






























